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PREFACE. 



'J 



A FTER what we have explained in our 
Preface to the volume of the early Edin- 
burgh Poems, there is little left to say here ; more 
particularly, as this volume speaks plainly for 
itself; still, a word of introduction and explana- 
tion is requisite. It contains the Poems which 
appeared originally in Currie's first edition ; 
next, the Poems as published by Stewart ; 
afterwards, those given by Cromek, and the four 
effusions first printed in Lockhart's Life of the 
Poet. These are followed by Poems collated 
from various sources, and by the few additional 
Pieces first given by Allan Cunningham, 
Hogg and Motherwell, Robert Chambers, 
and Dr. Waddell. In every case, to ensure 
perfect accuracy, they have been read from 
the Editors' own editions. 

We have again to note the great difficulty 
experienced in collating many of the Poems 
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said to be by Burns, and deciding whether they 
ought to be admitted, or rejected. The material 
from which the collations were made, grew 
on us, the more we inquired. In some cases, 
by the kindness of friends, we have had 
access to clippings from old Magazines and 
Newspapers, in which certain Pieces originally 
appeared. By the special kindness of William 
Allason Cuningh ame, Esq., of Afton Lodge, 
we have had access to an original MS. vol. of 
Poems by Burns which was of great use to us. 
Besides this gentleman, Hugh F. Weir, Esq., 
of Kirkhall, and T. S. Hutcheson, Esq., 
Glasgow, materially helped us from their 
literary stores. 

Having professed to give all Burns' Poems, 
so far as they could be ascertained to be 
his, we have been obliged to give some, not 
very good in themselves, and hardly worthy to 
be placed along-side of other and universally 
acknowledged productions of the Poet. 

Several of the Poems in this volume are 
rightly, we think, considered doubtful, and 
some are, by many, believed not to have 
been written by Burns. Among these are 
the lines. Spoke extempore on a young Lady 
desiring him to pull her a sprig oj sloe- 
thorn to adorn her breast. This Piece, we. 
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however, give, because it is part of Stewart's 
volume, which we have rendered, almost in 
facsimile. The Epistle from a Taylor^ The 
Guidwife ofWauchope-House to Robert Burns ^ 
and the Poem To the Potato^ we print in the 
Notes with explanations. Since these Notes, 
however, were written, we learn from " Notes 
and Queries," for October 30th, 1869, that 
the Poem To the Potato appeared in a small 
volume, entitled " Poems on various subjects, by- 
Alexander Clerk, , in Caulside, parish of Glen- 
cairn. Dumfries : Printed by G. M'Lachlan. 
1 80 1." But, as the author says in his preface, 
that "some pieces in the collection are copied from 
a modern author ^^ there is still room for doubt 
as to the real origin of the verses. Our own 
opinion is, they want the genuine ring ; or — 
to use a good Scotch word — the smeddum of 
Robert Burns. 

Regarding the Lament written when the 
Author was about to leave his native country^ 
we may state, that we have inserted it, because 
it appears in several respectable Editions of 
Burns' Works. It is given, however, in other 
publications as the production of John Burtt, 
who was at one time a Schoolmaster in Kilmar- 
nock. It first appeared, so far as we can learn, 
in the Ayr Advertiser ^ in 1 8 1 4, and, immedi- 
ately after, in the Dumfries yournal and the 
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Scots Magazine^ as Burns', but without any 
evidence of its being really his composition. It 
is said that Burtt gave the original manuscript 
of the Song to Mr. Mathie, Bookseller, Kil- 
marnock, who sent it to the Advertiser as 
Burns' production (sec Contemporaries ofBurns\ 
and hence, no doubt, it got into circulation as a 
genuine Lyric of tl^e Ayrshire Ploughman. 
Burtt, who was born about 1790, at Knock- 
marloch in the parish of Riccarton, emigrated 
to America in 18 17. He published a collec- 
tion of his Poems at Bridgeton, U.S., in 1 8 1 9. 
Among the Lyrical pieces in the volume is the 
one in question, and from this fact, as well as 
the others just stated, we leave the reader to 
form his own opinion regarding its real author- 
ship. 

JAMES M'KIE. 

Kilmarnock, 
November, 1869. 
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ON • 



DINING WITH LORD DAER. 



THIS wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I Rhymer Robin, alias Bums, 
Odlober twenty-third, 
A ne'er to be forgotten day, 
Sae far I fprackled up the brae, 

I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 

A 



( ^ ) 

I've been at dniken writers^ felfe. 
Nay been bitxi-fou 'mang- godly prieftsy 

Wi^ revareace be it ipokoi ; 
Fve evai joined tibe honoured jorum^ 
Wbai migfrty SquirefHps of tibe qoonim^ 

Their hydra drouth did flokm. 

But wi' a Lord — ^ftand out my flxin^ 
A Lord — a Pe» — aa EladTs foa^ 
Up higher yet my boaaet ; 
An fie a Lord — lang Scotch ells twa^ 
Our Peerage he o^eriooka them a\ 

As I look o'a: my fbnn^ 

% 

But O for Hogarth^s magic powV 
To fbow Sir Basdy^a wtttyatt ^omty 

An how he ftar^d and ftammer^d^ 
When goavan^ as if led wi^ brank% 
An ft^mpan on his^ pWu^iman Aankss 

He ki the puloi&r haimmer^dl 

I fidling fhelter'd in a nook^ 
An' at his lordfbip fteaPt a locJt 
Like fome portentous omen ; 
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Except, good-fenfe and locial glee. 
An' (what fUfprifed Me) fnbdefty, 
I marked nought uncommon. 

I watch'd the fyriiptoms o' the Great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly ftate. 

The arrogant aflufning ; 
' The feint a pride, nae pride had he. 
Nor lauce, iior ftate that I could fee, 

Mair than an honeft ploughman. 

Then from his Lordfhip I fhall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern. 

One rank as well's another ; 
Nae honejl worthy man need care. 
To meet with noble youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 
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FRAGMENT OF AN ODE 



ON THE 



BIRTH-DAY 



OF 



PRINCE CHARLES EDWARD. 

I. 

# # * # # # # 

Falfe flatterer, Hope, away ! 
Nor think to lure us as in days of yore : 

We folemnize this forrowing natal day, 
To prove our loyal truth — ^we can no more ; 
And owning heaven's myfterious fway, 
Submiffive, low,» adore. 

11. 

Ye honoured mighty dead ! 
Who nobly perifhed in the glorious caufe. 
Your king, your country, and her laws ! 



From great Dundee, who fmiling vic- 
tory led, 
And fell a martyr in her arms, 
(What breaft of northern ice but warms ?) 
To bold Balmerino's undying name, 
Whofe foul of fire, lighted at heaven's high 

flame, 
Deferves the proudeft wreath departed heroes 

claim. 

III. 

Not unrevenged your fate fhall be, 

It only lags the fatal hour ; 
Your blood fhall with incefTant cry 

Awake at laft th' unfparing power. 
As from the cliff, with thundering courfe. 

The fnowy ruin fmokes along. 
With doubling fpeed and gathering force, 
• 'Till deep it crafhing whelms the cottage 

in the vale ; 

So vengeance, * * ♦ 
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ON THE 



DEATH OF A LAP-DOG, 

NAMED ECHO. 

IN wood and wild ye warbling throng. 
Your heavy lofs deplore ; 
Now half-extin6l your powers of fong. 
Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye jarring fcreeching things around, 

Scream your difcordant joys ; 
Now half your din of tunelefs found, 

With echo filent lies. 



Aprils 1782. . 
EXTEMPORE. 

Owhy the, deuce fhould I repine, 
And be an ill foreboder ; 
Tm twenty-three, and five feet nine, 
ril go and be a fodger. 
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I gat fome gear wi'' meikle care^ 

I hjeld it weel tbegi^ef j 
But w>w its gan,e, aiid ibn>ething maiF, 

V\\ go and be a fodgeF., 

■ JIW . ^■■^^^■■^W»M^W^»-^WIPi>i'^ W W I «l J i* ■ p . M ■ Ii^i»— Hi^— ii^M< 

R E M O R S E. 



^ FRAGMENT. 




F all tke OcUiQierous ilk that h^irt our 

peace, 

^ That prefs the foul, or wring the mind with 

anguifh. 
Beyond comparifon the worft are thofe 

That to our folly, or our guilt we owe. 

In every other circumftanGe, the mind 

Has this to fay — " It was ao deed of mine ;^ 

But when to all the evil of misfortune 

Tbia filing is. added — "* Blame thy fooli^ felf !'' 

Or worfer fair, the pangs of keen remorfe ; 

The torturing, gnawing confcioufiiefs of guilt — 

Of guilt, perhaps where weVe involved others ; 
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The young, the innocent, who fondly loved us. 
Nay more, that very love their caufe of ruin ! 
O burning hell ! in all thy ftore of torments 
There's not a keener lafh ! 
Lives there a man fo firm, who, while his heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of his crime. 
Can reafon down its agonizing throbs ; 
And after proper purpofe of amendment, 
Can firmly force his jarring thoughts to peace ? 
O, happy ! happy ! enviable man ! 
O glorious magnanimity of foul ! 



INSCRIPTION 

ON THE TOMB OF 

t 

ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET, 

Born^ September $th^ ly^i—Died^ i6th 

OElober^ ^ 774* 

No fculptur'd marble here, nor pompous lay, 
" No ftoried urn nor animated buft,'' 

This fimple ftone diredls pale Scotia's way 
To pour her forrows o'er her poet's dull. 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



R. GRAHAM, ESQ., 



OF FINTRT. 




HEN nature her great mafter-piece 
defigned, 

And fram'd her laft, beft work, the human- 
mind, 
Her eye intent .on all the mazy plan. 
She form'd of various parts the various man. 



Then firft fhe calls the nfeful many forth ; 

Plain plodding induftry, and fober worth : 

Thence peafants, farmers, native fons of earth. 

And merchandife* whole genus take their 

birth : 

B 
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Each prudent cit a warm exiftence finds, 
And all mechanics' many-aproned kinds. 
Some other rarer forts are wanted yet, 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net : 
The caput mortuum of grofs defires 
Makes a material, for mere knights and fquires ; 
The martial phofphorus is taught to flow. 
She kneads the lumpifh philofophic dough, 
Then marks th' unyielding mafs with grave 

defigns. 
Law, phyfics, politics and deep divines : 
Laft, fhe fublimes th' Aurora of the poles, 
The flafhing elements of female fouls. 

The ordered fyftem fair before her flood. 
Nature well pleafed pronounced it very good ; 
But ere fhe gave creating labour o'er, 
Half-jefl, fhe tried one curious labour more. 
Some fpumy, fiery, ignis fatuus matter ; 
Such as the flightefl breath of air might fcat- 

ter ; 
With arch-alacrity and confcious glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well as we. 
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tat 



IT 
B 

r 



Her Hogarth-art perhaps fhe meant to fhow it) 
She forms the thing and chriftens it— a poet. 
Creature, tho' oft the prey of • care and forrow, 
When bleft to-day unmindful of to-morrow. 
A being form'd t'amufe his graver friends, 
Admired and prais'd — and there the homage 

ends : 
A mortal quite unfit for fortune's ftrife, 
Yet oft the fport of all the ills of life ; 
Prone to enjoy each pleafure riches give. 
Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live ; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan. 
Yet frequent all unheeded in his own. 

But honeft Nature is not quite a Turk, 
She laugh'd at firft, then felt for her poor 

work. 
Pitying the proplefs climber of mankind. 
She call about 2,Jlandard tree to find ; 
And to fupport his helplefs woodbine ftate. 
Attached him to the generous truly great^ 
A title, and the only one I claim. 
To lay ftrong hold for help on bounteous 
Graham. 



{ " ) 

Pity the tuneful mufes' haplefs train. 
Weak, timid landfmen on life's flonny main ! 
Their hearts no felfifh ftem abforbent ftuff. 
That never gives — tho' humbly takes enough ; 
The little fiite allows, they fhare as loon. 
Unlike fage proverbM wifdom's hard wrung 

boon. 
The world were bleft did blifs on them depend. 
Ah, that ^the friendly e'er fhould want a 

'' friend T 
Let prudence number o'er each fturdy fon, 
Who life and wifdom at one race begun. 
Who feel by reafon and who give by rule, 
(Inftindl's a brute, and fentiment a fool !) 
Who make jx)or wi/I do wait upon IJhould — 
We own they're prudent, but who feels they're 

good ? 
Ye wife onc», licncc ! ye hurt the focial eye ! 
(io(r« iin«gc ruddy ctch'd on bafe alloy ! 
Hilt nnnc ye who the godlike pleafure know, 
I \^\\sk*\\\ Mlirihule didii^uiih'd-pto beftow ! 
Whole \m\\% ol' love would grafp the human 

(loinc llitm who I'jv'il with all a courtier's 
gran* ; 
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Friend of my Itfe^ true patron of my rhymes ! 

Prop of my deareft hopes for future times. 
Why fhrinks my foul half blufhing, half afraid, 

Backward, abafh'd to alk thy friendly aid ? 

I know my need,! know thy giving hand, 

I crave thy friendOiip at thy kind command ; 

But there are fuch who court the tuneful 

nine — 
Heavens, fliould the branded charadler,be mine ! 
Whofe verfe in manhood's pride fublimely 

flows, 
Yet vileft reptiles in their begging profe. 
Mark, how their lofty independent fpirit 
Soars on the fpurning wing of injured merit ! 
Seek not the proofs in private life to find ; 
Pity the beft of words fhould be but wind ! 
So, to heaven's gates the lark's fhrill fong 

afcends, 
But groveling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the clam'rous cry of flarving want, 
They dun benevolence with fhamelefs front ; 
Oblige them, patrom'ze their tinfel lays. 
They perfecute you all your future days ! 
Ere my poor foul fuch deep damnation ftain, 
My horny fift affume the plough again ; 
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The pie-bald jacket let me patch once more ; 
On eighteen pence a week Pve livM before. 
Though thanks to heaven I dare even that laft 

fhift, 
I truft mean time my boon is in thy gift : 
That placed by thee upon the wifh'd-for' 

height 
Where man and nature fairer in her fight. 
My mufe may imp her wing for fome fub- 

limer flight. 



TO Dr. BLACKLOCK. 



ElUJland^ 2iji OEl. 1789. 



WOW, but your letter made 
vauntie ! 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie ? 
I ken'd it flill your wee bit jauntie. 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord fend you ay as weel's I want ye, 

And then ye'U do. 



me 
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The ill-thief blaw the Heron fouth ! 
And never drink be near his drouth ! 
He tald myfel by word o' mouth, 

He'd tak my letter ; 
I lippen'd to the chiel in trouth, 

And bade nae better. 

But aiblins honeft Mafter Heron, 
Had at the time fome dainty fair one, 
To ware his theologic care on, 

And holy ftudy ; 
And tired o' fauls to wafte his lear on. 

E'en tried the body. * 

But what d'ye think, my trufly fier, 
I'm tum'd a ganger — Peace be here ! 
Parnaffian queens, I fear, I fear, 

Ye'U now difdain me. 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me. 

* Mr. Heron, author of the Hiftory of Scotland, lately 
publifhed ; and among various other works, of a refpedtable life 
of our poet himfelf. 
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Ye glaiket, gleefome, dainty damies, 
Wha by Caftalia^s wimplin ftreamies, 
Lowp, fing, and lave your pretty limbies, 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That ftrang neceflity fupreme is 

^Mang fons o' men. 



I hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They maun hae brofe and brats o' duddies ; 

Ye ken yourfels my heart right proud is, 

I need na vaunt. 
But V\\ fned befoms — thraw faugh woodies. 

Before they want. 

Lord help me thro' this warld o' care ! 
Vm weary fick o't late and air ! 
Not but I hae a richer fhare 

Than mony ithers ; 
But why fhould ae man better fare, 

And a' men brithers ! 



« 
Come Firm Resolve take thou the van, 

Thou ftalk o' carl-hemp in man ! 
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And let us mind, faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair : 

Wha does the utmoft that he can, 

Will whyles do main 

But to concludie my filly rhyme, 
(Pm fcant o' verfe, and fcant o' time,) 
To make a happy fire-fide clime 

To wean^ and wife, * 
That's the true pathos and fublime 

Of hum^n life. 



My compliments to fifter Beckie ; 
And eke the fame to honeft Lucky, 
I wat fhe is a dainty chuckie. 

As e'er tread' clay ! 
And gratefully my gude auld cockie, 

Pm yours for ay. 

ROBERT BURNS. 



C 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken at the Theatre^ Dumfries^ on Neiv 
Tear^s-day Evenings 1790* 




O fong nor dance I bring from yon 
great city, 
That queens it o'er our tafte — the more's the 

pity : 
Tho' by the bye, abroad why will you roam ? 
Good fenfe and tafte are natives here at home j 
But not for panegyric I appear, 
I come to wifh you all a good new year ! 
Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 
Not for to preach, but tell his fimple ftory : 
The fage grave ancient cough'd, and bade me 

fay, 
" You're one year older this important day," 
If wifer too — he hinted fome fuggeflion. 
But 'twould be rude, you know, to afk the 

queftion ; 
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And with a would-be-roguifh leer and wink, 
He bade me on you prefs this one word — 
"think r 

Ye fprightly youths, quite flufh with hope and 

Ipirit, 
Who think to ftorm the world by dint of 

merit. 
To you the dotard has a deal to fay, 
In his fly, dry, featentious, proverb way ! 
He bids you mind, amid your thoughtlefs 

rattle, 
^ That the firft blow is ever half the battle ; 
That tho' fome by the {kin may try to fnatch 

him, 

« 

Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 
That whether doing, fufFering, or forbearing. 
You may do miracles by perfevering. 

Laft, tho' not leaft in love, ye youthful fair. 
Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 
To you old Bald-pate fmooths his wrinkled 

brow. 
And humbly begs you'll mind the important — 

NOW ! 
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To crown your happinefs he alks your leave. 
And offers, blifs to give and to receive. 

For our fincere, tho' haply weak endeavours. 
With grateful pride we own your many favors : 
And howfoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it. 
Believe our glowing bofoms truly feel it. 



"i^ C .' t • ■• 1 ^ II . • <• *■ - r . 



ELEGY 



On the late Mifs Burnet of Monboddo. 

LIFE iie'er exulted in fo ricli a prize. 
As Burnet, lovely frorii her native 
Ikies; 
Nor envious death fo triumphed in a blow. 
As that which laid th' accomplifh'd Bumet low. 

Thy form and mind, fweet maid, can I forget ; 
In richeft ore the brighteft jewel fet ! 



{ 21 ) 

In thee, high Heaven above, was trueft fhown,, 
As by his nobleft work the Godhead beft is 
known. 

In vain ye flaunt in fummer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou chryftal ftreamlet with thy flowery 
fliore, 
Ye woodland choir that chaunt your idle loves, 

Ye ceafe to charm ; 'Eliza is no more. 

Ye heathy waftes immix'd with reedy fens. 
Ye moflfy fl:reams, with fedge and ruflies fl:or'd. 

Ye rugged cliff^s overhanging dreary glens. 
To you I fly, ye with my foul accord. 

Princes whofe cumb'rous pride was all their 
worth. 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ; 
And thou, fweet excellence ! forfake our earth, 

And not a mufe in honefl: grief bewail. 

We faw thee fliine in youth and beauty's pride. 
And virtue's light that beams beyond the 
fpheres ; 
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But like the fun eclips'd at morning tide, 

« 

Thou left'ft us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that neftled fond in thee, 
That heart how funk, a prey to grief and 
care : 

So deckt the woodbine fweet yon aged tree. 
So from it ravifh'd, leaves it bleak and bare. 



THE 

RIGHTS OF WOMAN. 

An Occajional Addrefsfpoken by Mifs Fontenellc 

on her benefit-night. 

WHILE Europe's eye is fix'd on 
mighty things. 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings. 
While quacks of ftate muft each produce his 

plan. 
And even children lifp the Rights of Man ; 
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Amid this mighty fufs juft let me mention, 
The Rights of Woman merit fome attention. 

Firft, in the fexes intermixed connexion, 
One facred Right of Woman is proteSlion. — 
The tender flower that lifts its head, elate, 
Helplefs, muft fall before the blafts of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defacM its lovely form, 
Unlefs your fhelter ward th' impending florm. — 

Our fecond Right — but needlefs here is 
caution, 
To keep that right inviolate's the fafhion, 
Each man of fenfe has it fo full before him, 
HeM die before he'd wrong it — 'tis decorum. — 
There was, indeed, in far lefs polifh'd days, 
A time, when rough rude man had naughty 
ways; 

Would fwagger, fwear, get drunk, kick up a riot, 
Nay even thus invade a lady's quiet. — 
Now, thank our ftars ! thefe Gothic times are 

fled; 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all well- 
bred — 
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Mod jaMj tfamk (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduit neither fpirit, wit, nor manners. * 

For Right the third, our laft, our beft, our 

deareft. 
That right to fluttdring female hearts the 

nearcft. 
Which even the Rights of Kings in low prof- 

tration 
Moft humbly own — 'tis dear, dear admiration ! 
In that bleft fphere alone we live and move ; 
There tafte that life of life — immortal love. — 
Smiles, glances, lighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'Gainft fuch an hoft what flinty favage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with all her charms, 
Who is fo rafli as rife in rebel arms ? 



But truce with kings, and truce with con- 
ftitutions, 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ; 
Let Majefly your firft attention fummon, 
Ah! fa ira ! the Majesty of Woman I 

* Ironical allufion to the fatiirnalia of the Caledonian Hunt. 
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ADDRESS, 

Spoken by Mifs Fontenelk on her benefit- 
nighty December /[tb^ ^79 St ^^ ^^^ theatre^ 
Dumfries. 

STILL anxious to fecure your partial 
favor, 
And not lefs anxious fure this night than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or fome fuch matter, 
'Tw^ould vamp my bill, faid I, if nothing 

better ; 
So, fought a Poet, roofted near the fkies. 
Told him, I came to feaft my curious eyes ; 
Said, nothing like his works was ever printed ; 
And laft, my prologue-bufinefe flily hinted.-— 
" Ma'am, let me tell you,'' quoth my man of 

rhymes, 
" I know your bent — thefe are no lauding 

" times : 

" Can you — but Mife, I own I have my fears, 

" Diflblve in paufe — and fentimcntal tears — 

D 
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" With laden fighs, and folemn-rounded fen- 

" tence, 
" Roufe from his fluggifh flumbers, fell Repen- 

" tance ; 
" Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid ^ 

" ftand 
" Waving on high the defolating brand, 
" Calling the ftorms to bear him o'er a 

"guilty land!" 

I could no more — afkance the creature eye- 
ing, 

D' ye think, faid I, this face was made for 
crying ? 

ril laugh, that's poz — nay more, the world 
fhall know it ; 

And fo, your fervant ! gloomy Mafter Poet ! 

Firm as my creed. Sirs, 'tis my fix'd belief, 
That Mifery's another word for Grief: 
I alfo think — fo may I be a bride ! 
That fo much laughter, fo much life enjoy'd. — 

Thou man of crazy care and ceafelefs figh, 
Still under bleak misfortune's blafting eye ; 
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Dooqi'd to that foreft tafk of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five : 
Laugh in Misfortune's face — the beldam 

witch ! 
Say, you'll be merry tho' you can't be rich. 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love, 
Who long with jiltifh arts and airs haft ftrove ; 
Who, as the boughs all temptingly projedl, 
Meafur'ft in defperate thought — a rope — thy 

neck — 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peereft to meditate the healing leap : 
Would'ft thou be cur'd, thou filly, moping elf. 
Laugh at her follies — laugh e'en at thyfelf : 
Learn to defpife thofe frowns now fo terrific. 
And love a kinder — that's your grand 
fpecific. — 

To fum up all, be merry, I advife ; 
And as we're merry, may we ftill be wife. — 



\ 
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SECOND EPISTLE 



TO 



DAVIE, 



A BROTHER POET. * 



AULD NiBOR, 

I'M three times, doubly, o*er your debtor, 
For your auld-farrent, frien'ly letter ; 
Tho' I maun fay't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Ye fpeak fae fair ; 
For my puir, filly, rhymin' clatter 

Some lefs maun fair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle, 

* This is prefixed to the poems of David Sillar, publiflied at 
Kilmarnock, 1789, and has not before appeared in our author's 
printed poems. 
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Tae cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 

Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld, gray hairs. 

But Davie, lad, I'm red ye're glaikit ; 
I'm tauld the Mufe ye hae negleckit ; 
An' gif it's fae, ye fud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as you fud ne'er be faikit. 

Be hain't wha like. 

For me, I'm on Pamaflus brink, 
Rivan the words tae gar them clink ; 
Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drink, 

Wi' jads or mafons ; 
An' whyles, but ay owre late, I think 

Braw fober leffons. 

Of a' the thcHightlefs fons o' man, 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan ; 
Except it be fome idle plan 

O' rhymin clink. 
The devil-haet, that I fud ban, 

They ever think. 
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Nae thought, nae view, naje fcheme o' livin*, 
Nae cares tae gie us joy or grievin' : 
But juft the pouchid put the nieve in. 

An' while ought's there. 
Then, hiltie, fkiltie, we gae fcrivin'. 

An' fafh nae main 



Leeze me on rhyme ! it's ay a treafure. 
My chief, amaift my only pleafure. 
At hame, a-fiel, at wark or leifure. 

The Mufe, poor hizzic ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her meafure, 

' She's feldom lazy. 

Haud tae the Mufe, my dainty Davie : 
The warl' may play you monie a fhavie ; 
But for the Mufe, fhe'U never leave ye, 

Tho' e'er fae puir, 
Na, even tho' limpan wi' the fpavie 

Frae door tae door. 
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ON 



THE DEATH 



OF 



SIR JAMES HUNTER BI^IR. 



THE lamp of day with ill-prefaging 
glare, 
Dim, cloudy, funk beneath the weftern 
wave ; 
Th' inconftant blaft howl'd thro' the darkening 
air. 
And hollow whittled in the rocky cave. 

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell, 
Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia's royal 
train ; * 



* The King's Park, at Holyrood-houfe. 
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Or musM where limpid ftreams once hallow'd, 
well, t 
Or mouldering ruins mark the facred Fane. J 

TW increafmg blaft roared round the beetling 
rocks, 
The clouds fwift-wing'd flew o'er the ftarry 
iky. 
The glDaning trees untimely fhed their locks. 
And fhooting meteors caught the flartled 
eye. 

The paly moon rofe in the livid eaft. 
And 'mong the cliffy difclos'd a (lately Form, 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her brcaft. 
And mix'd her wailings with the raving ftornu 

Wild to my heart the filial pulfes glow, 
'Twas Caledonia's trophied fliield I viewed : 

Her form majeftic droopM in penfive woe. 
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

t St. Anthony's Well. 
J St. Anthony's Chapel. 
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ReversM that fpear, redoubtable in war, 

Reclined that banner, erft in fields unfurPd, 

« 

That like a deathful meteor gleam'd afar. 
And brav'dthe mightymonarchsof the world, — 

" My patriot fon fills an untimely grave !'' 
With accents wild and lifted arms fhe cried ; 
" Low lies the hand that oft was ftretch'd 
" to fave, 
" Low lies the heart that fwell'd with honeft 
" pride ! 

" A weeping country joins a widow^s tear, 

" The helplefs poor mix with the orphan's cry ; 

" The drooping arts furround their patron's 

" bier, 

" And grateful fcience heaves the heartfelt 

"figh.— 



i4 
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I faw my fons refume their ancient fire ; 
I faw fair freedom's bloflbms richly blow : 
" But ah how hope is born but to expire ! 
** Relentlefs fate has laid their guardian low. — 

E 



.^ 



*• My })atri:K fulib. iiut fhall he lie imfin^, 
'■ Vx'hiit enijiry gjeatneis iaves a wortfalds 



*' T;amt' I 



*• N: : e^'erv Muic fhall ioin her tuneful 
*' Aiit: fu:urt aires hear his irrowing &me. 

** hut I viL iiuD a mother'b tender cares, 
* 'j uT'/ iuuir*: times tc^ make his vhtues laft 
* '■ Mil' tiiiiaii: vears mar hoaft of otlier 

hilt uui.. aiit. vaiiiih'd Triib the fweeping 
i)jal:. 



Uriti^M Oh ttjK vUijik Itcf of c cup\ qf the 
pw:ui:,. pf ^J^:nUd U uk old Sivscth^ari^ tbtfi 

ON^..h. Iwiid'V i'.n''d, and ftill rememberil 

/iCccjr tin liui"*' u! ?/i«:uciliup, Trarm. iinccre, 
> riJjAjliiij ' \i *\\ vjiC avry ikw aliow^t.. — 
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And when you read the fimple artlefs rhymes, 
One friendly figh for him, he afks no more, 

Who diftant bums in flaming torrid climes, 
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 



TO 



MISS GRAHAM 



OF F I N T R Y, 



WITH A PRESENT OF SONGS. 



HERE, where the Scottifh -mufe im- 
mortal lives, 
In facred ft rains and tuneful numbers joined. 
Accept the gift ; tho' humble he who gives, 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no ruffian feeling in thy breaft, 
Difcordant jar thy bofom-chords among ; 
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But peace attune thy gentle foul to reft. 
Or love extatic wake his feraph fong^ 

Or pity's notes, in luxury of tears. 

As modeft want the tale of woe reveals r 

While confcious virtue all the ftrain endears, 
And heaven-bom piety her fandlion feals. 



To Dr. Maxwell^ on Mifs Jeffy Staig's 

recovery^ 



MAXWELL, if merit here you crave. 
That merit I deny : 
Tou fave fair Jeffie from the grave ! 
An angel could not die. 



( Zl ) 



VISION. 

AS I flood by yon rooflefs tower, 
Where the wa'-flower fcents the 
dewy air, 
Where th' howlet mourns in her ivy bower. 
And telk the midnight moon her care. 

The winds were laid, the air was flill, 
The ftars they (hot alang the fky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill, 
And the diftant-echoing glens reply. 

The ftream adown its hazelly path. 
Was rufhing by the ruin'd wa's, 

* Hafting to join the fweeping Nith, 
Whafe diflant roaring fwells and fa's. 



The cauld blue north was flreaming forth 
Her lights, wi' hifling eerie din ; 

* Variation, To join yon river on the Strath. 
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Athort the lift they ftart and fhift. 
Like fortune'vS favors, tint as win. 

* By heedlefs chance I turn'd mine eyes. 
And, by the moon-beam, fhook, to fee 

A item and ftalwart ghaift arife, 
Attir'd as minftrels wont to be. 

Had I a ftatue been o' ftane. 

His darin look had daunted me ; 

And on his bonnet graved was plain, 
The facred pofy — Libertie ! 

And frae his harp lie ftrains did flow. 

Might rous'd the flumb'ring dead to hear • 

But oh, it was a tale of woe. 
As ever met a Briton's ear ! 

He (ang wi* joy his former day. 

He weeping wail'd his latter times ; 

But what he faid it was nae play, 
I winna ventur^t in my rhymes. 

^ fjn£tifK. Nov ^Tokiitg OTer &rth and ^^iidd,. 

Her fewra the pak^tjc^d Cynthia n?ar'd ; 
Whecu. k\ Kt tv>rti\ ot' m.ittib^l dtilvt 
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Copy of a poetical addrefs to Mr. William Tytler^ 
with the prefent of the bard^s piElure. 

REVERED defender of beauteous Stuart, 
Of Stuart, a name once refpedled, 
A name, which to love was the mark of a true 
heart. 
But now 'tis defpifed and negledled : 

Tho' fome thing like moifture conglobes in my 
eye, 
Let no one mifdeem me difloyal ; 
A poor friendlefs wandVer may well claim a 

Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

My fathers, that name have rever'd on a 
throne ; 

My fathers have fallen to right it ; 
Thofe fathers would fpurn their degenerate fon. 

That name fhould he fcoffingly flight it. 
Still in prayers forK— G — I mofl heartily join. 

The Q — , and the refl of the gentry, 
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Be they wife, be they foolifh, is nothing of 
mine ; 
Their title's avowM by my country. 

But why of that epocha make fuch a fufs, 



But loyahy truce ! we're on dangerous ground, 
Who knows how the fafhions may aker. 

The dodlrine, to day, that is loyalty found, 
To-morrow may bring us a halter. 

I fend you a trifle, a head of a bard, 
A trifle fcarce worthy your care ; 

But accept it, good fir, as a mark of regard, 
Sincere as a faint's dying prayer. 



Now life's chilly evening dim fliades on your eye. 
And ufliers the long dreary night ; ' 

But you like the fl:ar that athwart gilds the fl^y. 
Your courfe to the latefl: is bright. 
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'The following Poem was ivritten to a Geti tie- 
man who had fen t him a news-paper^ and 
offered to continue it free of expenfe. 

KIND Sir, IVe read your paper through, 
And faith, to me, 'twas really new ! 
How guefled ye. Sir, what maift I wanted ? 
This mony a day IVe grain'd and gaunted, 
To ken what French mifchief was brewin ; 
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin ; 
That vile doup-fkelper. Emperor Jofeph, 
If Venus yet had got his nofe off; 
Or how the colliefhangie works 
Atween the Ruffians and the Turks ; 
Or if the Swede, before he halt. 
Would play anither Charles the twalt : 
- If Denmark, any body fpak o't ; 
Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't ; 
How cut-throat Pruffian blades were hingin ; 
How libbet Italy was fmgin ; 
If Spaniard, Portuguefe, or Swifs, 
Were fayin or takin aught amifs : 

F 
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Or how our merry lads at hame, 

In Britain's court kept up the game : 

How Royal George, th^e Lord leuk o'er him ! 

Was managing St. Stephen's quorutn } 

If fleekit Chatham Will was livin, 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; 

How daddie Burke the plea was cookin. 

If Warren Haftings' neck was yeukin ; 

How ceffes, ftents, and fees were rax'd, . 

Or if bare a — yet were tax'd ; 

The news o' princes, dukes and earls, 

Pimps, {harpers, bawds and opera-girls ; 

If that daft buckie, Geordie W***s, 

Was threfhin ftill at hizzies tails, 

Or if he was grown oughtlins doufer, 

And no a perfedl kintra coofer. 

A' this and mair I never heard of; 

And but for you I might defpair'd of 

So gratefu', back your news I fend you, 

And pray, a' gude things may attend you ! 

Ellijland^ Monday mornings ^790. 
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OEM 



ON PASTORAL POETRY. 



HAIL Poefie ! thou Nymph referv'd ! 
In chafe o' thee, what crouds hae 

fwervM 
Frae common fenfe, or funk enerv'd 

'Mang heaps o' clavers ; 
And och ! o'er aft thy ym hae ftary'd, 

Mid a' thy fetor^ ! 

Say, Laffie, why thy train amang, 
While loud, the trump's heroic clang, 
And fock or bufkin (kelp alang 

To death or marriage ; 
Scarce ane has tried the fhepherd-fang 

But wi' mifcarriage ? 

In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives j 
Efchylus' pen Will Shakefpeare drives ; 
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Wee Pope, the knurlin, 'till him rivest 

Horatian fame ; 

In thy fweet fang, Barbauld, furvives 

Even Sappho's flame^ 

But thee, Theopocritus, wha matches ? 
They're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches j 
Squire Pope but bufks his fkinklin. patches 

O^ heathen tatters : 
I pafs by hunders, namelefs wretches. 

That ape their betters^ 

In this braw age o' wit and lear. 
Will nane the Shepherd's whiftle mair 
Blaw fweetly in its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian (hare 

A rival place ? 

Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottifh callan ! 
There's ane ; come forrit, noneft Allan ! 
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, 

A chiel fae clever ; 
The teeth o' time may gnaw Tamtallan, 

But thou's for ever. 
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Thou paints auld nature to the nines, 

In thy fweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden ftream thro' myrtles twines, 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes fweep the vines. 

Her griefs will tell ! 

In gowany glens thy burnie ftrays, ' 
Where bonnie lafles bleach their claes ; 
Or trots by hazelly fhaws and braes, 

Wi' hawthorns gray. 
Where blackbirds join the fhepherd's lays 

At clofe o' day. 

Thy rural loves are nature's fel ; 
Nae bombaft fpates o' nonfenfe fwell ; 
Nae fnap conceits, but that fweet fpell 

O' witchin love. 
That charm, that can the ftrongeft quell. 

The ftemeft move. 
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SKETCH. 



NEW r E A R' S DAT. 



To MRS. DUNLOP. 



THIS day, Time winds th' exhaufted 
chain, 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : — 
I fee the old, bald-pated fellow. 
With ardent eyes, complexion fallow, 
Adjuft the unimpaired machine. 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The abfent lover, minor heir. 
In vain ftflail him with their prayer. 
Deaf as my friend, he fees them prefs. 
Nor makes the hour one moment lefs. 
Will you (the Major's with the hounds. 
The happy tenants ftiare his rounds ; 
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Coila's fair Rachel's care to day, 

And blooming Keith's engaged with Gray ;) 

From houfewife cares a minute borrow — 

— That grandchild's cap will do tomorrow— 

And join with me a moralizing, 

This day's propitious to be wife in. 

Firft, what did yefternight deliver ? 

*' Another year is gone for ever." 

And what is this day's ftrong fuggeftion ? 

" The paffing moment's all we reft on !" 

Reft on — for what ? what do we here ? 

Or why regard the pafling year ? 

Will time, amus'd with proverb'd lore. 

Add to our date one minute more ? 

A few days may — a few years muft — 

Repofe us in the filent duft. 

Then is it wife to damp our blifs ? 

Yes — all fuch reafonings are amifs ! 

The voice of nature loudly cries. 

And many a mefTage from the fkies, 

That fomething in us never dies : 

That on this frail, uncertain ftate. 

Hang matters of eternal weight : 
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That future-life in worlds unknown 

Muft take its hue from this alone ; 

Whether as heavenly glory bright, 

Or dark as mifery's woeful night — 

Since then, my honored, firft of friends. 

On this poor being all depends ; 

Let us th' important now employ, 

And live as thofe who never die. 

Tho' you, with days and honors crown'd^ 

Witnefs that filial circle round, 

(A fight life's forrows to repulfe, 

A fight pale envy to convulfe) 

Others now claim your chief regard ; 

Yourfelf, you wait your bright reward. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

On the late Mr. William Smellie^ author of the 
Pbilofopby of Natural Hi/iory^ and member 
of the Antiquarian and Royal Societies of 
Edinburgh. 

To Crochallan came * 
The old cock'd hat, the grey furtout, the fame ; 
His briftling beard juft rifing in its might, 

'Twas four long nights ami dayis to fllliving- 

- night, 
His uncombed grizzly locks wild flaring, 

thatch'd, 
A head for thought profound and ckar, uiS- 

match'd : 
Yet tho' his cauftick wit was biting, rude. 
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good 



* Mr. Smellie, and our poet, were both members of a club 
in Edinburgh, under the name of Crochallan Fencibles. 

G 
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POETICAL INSCRIPTION, 



FOR 



jiN AL7AR 70 INDEPENDENCE, 



At Kerroucbtfy, the feat of Mr. Heron, writ-- 

ten in Summer 1795. 



THOU of an independent mind 
With foul refolved, with foul re- 
figned ; 
Prepared power's proudeft frown to brave, 
Who wilt not be, nor have a flave ; 
Virtue alone who doft revere, 
Thy own reproach alone doft fear. 
Approach this ihrine, and worfhip here. 
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SONNET, 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. RIDDEL 



NO more, ye warblers of the wood, no 
more, 

Nor pour your defcant grating on my ear : 
Thou young-eyed fpring, thy charms I 

cannot bear; 
More welcome were to me grim winter's 

wildeft roar. 



How can ye pleafe, ye flowers, with all your 
dies? 
Ye blow upon the fod that wraps my friend : 
How can I to the tuneful flrain attend? 
That ftrain pours round th' untimely tomb 
where Riddel lies. * 



* Robert Riddel, Efq. of Friars' Carfe, a very worthy 
character, and one to whom our bard thought himfelf under 
many obligations. 
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MONODY, 

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER 

CAPRICE. 

HOW cold is that bofom which folly 
once fired, 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge 
lately gliftened ; 
How filent that tongue which the echoes oft 
tired, 
How dull is that ear which to flattery fo 
liflened. 

If forrow and anguifti their exit await, 

From friendfhip and dearefl afFedtion re- 
moved ; 

How doubly feverer, Eliza, thy fate. 

Thou diedfl unwept as thou livedfl unloved. 

Loves, graces and virtues, I call not on you ; 
So fhy, grave and diflant, ye (hed not a tear : 
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But come, all ye offspring of folly fo true, 
And flowers let us cull for Eliza's cold bier. 

We'll fearch through the garden for each filly 
flower, 
We'll roam through the forefl: for each idle 
weed ; 
But chiefly the nettle fo typical, ftiower. 
For none e'er approached her but rued the 
rafh deed. 

We'll fculpture the marble, we'll meafure the lay; 

Here vanity flxums on her idiot lyre ; 
There keen indignation, ftiall dart on her prey. 

Which fpuming contempt fhall redeem from 
his ire. 



THE EPITAPH. 

« 

Here lies, now a prey to infulting negledt. 
What: once was a butterfly gay in life's beam : 

Want only of wifdom denied her refpedl. 
Want only of goodnefs denied her efteem. 
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IMPROMPTU, 

On Mrs. V birth day^ ^b Nov. 1793. 

OLD winter with his frofty beard, 
Thus once to Jove his prayer pre- 
ferred ; 
What have I done of all the year, 
To bear this hated doom fevere ? 
My cheerlefs funs no pleafure know ; 
Night's horrid car drags, dreary, flow : 
My difmal months no joys are crowning. 
But fpleeny Englifti, hanging, drowning. 



Now Jove for once be mighty civil, 

To counterbalance all this evil ; 

Give me, and I've no more to fay, 

Give me Maria's natal day ! 

That brilliant gift will fo enrich me. 

Spring, fummer, autumn, cannot match me ; 

'Tis done ! fays Jove ; fo ends my flory. 

And winter once rejoic'd in glory. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 



MISS JESSY L , DUMFRIES; 



With Books which the Bard prefented her. 



THINE be the volumes, Jefly fair, 
And with them take the poet's prayer ; 
That fate may in her faireft page. 
With every kindlieft, beft prefage, ^ 

Of future blifs, enroll thy name : 
With native worth, and fpotlefs fame, 
And wakeful caution ftill aware 
Of ill— but chief, man's felon fnare ; 
All blamelefs joys on earth we find. 
And all the treafures of the mind — 
Thefe be thy guardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithful friend, the bard. 
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SONNET, 



Written on the 2^tb yanuary^ ^ 793> ^^^ birth^ 
day of the Author^ on hearing a thrujh Jing 
in a morning walk. 



SING on fweet thrufli, upon the leaflefs 
bough, 
Sing on fweet bird, I liften to thy ftrain. 
See aged winter 'mid his furly reign, 
At thy blithe carol clears his furrowed brow^ 



So in lone poverty's dominion drear, 

Sits meek content with light unanxious^ 

heart, 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them 
part. 
Nor alks if they bring ought to hope or fear. 
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I thank thee, author of this opening day ! 

Thou whofe bright fun now gilds yon orient 
fkies ! 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys, 
What wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come thou child of poverty and care, 
The mite high heaven beftowed, that mite 
with thee I'll ftiare. 



EXTEMPORE. 

10 MR. S**E, 

On refuftng to dine with him^ after having 
been promifed the Jirji of company^ and the 
frji of Cookery, i ^th December^ 1 795. 



N 



O more of your guefts, be they titled 

_ or not. 

And cook'ry the firft in the nation : 

Who is proof to thy perfonal convetfe and wit, 

Is proof to all other temptation. 

H 
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TO MR. S**E, 
With a prefent of a dozen of Porter. 

OHAD the malt thy ftrength of mind. 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit ; 
•Twere drink for firft of hmnan kind, 
A gift that e'en for S * * c were fit. 

JerufaUmUavern^ Dumfries. 



OEM, 

Addrejfed to Mr. Mitchell^ Colledlor of Excife, 

Dumfries y 1796. 

FRIEND of the poet tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee might beg or fteal ; 
Alake, alake the meikle deil, 

Wi' a' his witches 

Are at it, (kclpin ! jig and reel, 

In my poor pouches. 



( 59 ) 

I modeftly fiv' fain wad hint it, 
That one pound one, I fairly want it ; 
If wi' the bizzie down ye fent it, 

It would be kind ; 
And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted 

Pd bear't in mind. 



So may the auld year gang out moaning 
To fee the new come laden, groaning, 
Wi' double plenty o'er the loanin 

To thee and thine ; 
Domeftic peace and comforts crowning 

The hail defign. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



YeVe heard this while how Fve been licket. 
And by fell death was nearly nicket : 
Grim loon ! he gat me by the fecket, 

And fair me ftieuk ; 
But by gude luck I lap a wicket, 

And turn'd a neuk. 
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But by that health, IVe got a fliare o^t, 
And by that life, Vm promifed mair o% 

My hale and weel PU take a care o't 

> 

A tentier way : 
Then farewell folly, hide and hair o't 

For ance and ay. 




Sent to a Gentleman ivbom he had offended* 

HE friend whom wild from wifdom's 
way. 

The fumes of wine infuriate fend*;. 
(Not moony madnefs more aftray) 

Who but deplores that haplefs friend ? 



Mine was th' infenfate frenzied part, 
Ah why fhould I fuch fcenes outlive ! 

Scenes fo abhorrent to my heart ! 
'Tis thine to pity and forgive. 
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POEM ON LIFE, 

Addrejfed to Colonel De Peji/ler^ Dumfries^ 

1796. 

MY honored colonel, deep I feel 
Your intereft in the poet's weal ; 
Ah ! now fma' heart hae I to fpeel 

The fteep Parnaffus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill, 

And potion glaffes. 

O what a canty warld were it, 

Would pain and care, and ficknefs fpare it ; 

And fortune favor worth and merit, . 

As they deferve : 
(And aye a rowth, roaft beef and claret ; 

Syne wha would, ftarve ?) 

Dame life, tho' fidlion out may trick her, 
And •in pafte gems and frippery deck her ; 
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Oh ! flickering, feeble, and unficker 

Pve found her ftill, 

Ay wavering like the willow wicker, 

'Tween good and ill. 

Then that curft carmagnole auld Satan, 
Watches, like bawd'rons by a rattan, 
Our finfu' faul to get a claute on 

Wi' felon ire ; 
Syne, whip ! his tail ye'll ne'er caft faut on. 

He's off like fire. 

Ah ! Nick, ah Nick it is na fair, 
Firft fhewing us the tempting ware. 
Bright wines and bonnie lafles rare. 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unfeen, thy fpider fnare 

O' helFs damned w^ft. 

V 

Poor man the flie, aft bizzes bye. 
And aft as chance he comes thee nigh. 
Thy auld damned elbow yeuks wi' joy, 

And hellifh pleafure ; 
Already in thy fancy's eye. 

Thy ficker treafure. 
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Soon heels o'er gowdie ! in he gangs, 
And like a ftieep-head on a tangs, 
Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murdering wreftle, 
As dangling in the wind he hangs 

A gibbet's taflel. 

But left you think I am uncivil. 

To plague you with this draunting drivel, 

Abjuring a' intentions evil, 

I quat my pen : 
The Lord preferve us frae the devil ! 

Amen ! amen ! 
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ADDRESS 



TO 



THE TOOTH-ACHE. 



MY curfe upon your venomM ftang. 
That flioots my tortur'd gums 
alang ; 
And thro' my lugs gies mony a. twang, 

Wi' gnawing vengeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

Like ra'cking engines ! 

When fevers burn, or ague freezes. 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic fqueezes ; 
Our neighbour's fympathy may eafe us, 

Wi' pitying moan ; 
But thee — thou hell o' a' difeafes, 

• Ay mocks our groan ! 
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Adown my beard the flavers trickle ! 
I throw the wee ftools o'er the mickle, 
As round the fire the giglets keckle, 

To fee me loup ; 
While raving mad, I wifh a heckle 

Were in their doup. 

O' a' the numerous human dools, 
111 har'fts, daft bargains, cutty Jloolsy 
Or worthy friends rak*d i' the mools. 

Sad fight to fee ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or fafh o' fools, 

Thou bear'ft the gree. 

Where'er that place be priefls ca' hell. 
Whence a' the tones o' mis'ry yell, 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell, 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, Tooth- Ache furely bear'ft the bell 

Amang them a' ! 

O thou grim mifchief-making chiel. 

That gars the notes of difcord fqueel, 

'Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a fhoe-thick ; — 

Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's Tooth- Ache ! 
I 
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TO 



ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

OF FINTRY, 

On receiving a Favor. 

I CALL no goddefe to infpire my ftrains^ 
A fabled Mufe may fuit a Wd that 
feigns ; ^ 
Friend of my life ! my ardent fpirit bums. 
And all the tribute of my heart returns, 
For boons accorded, goodnefs ever new, 
The gift ftill dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light I 
And all ye many fparkling ftars of night ; 
If aught that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver's bounty e'er difgrace ; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering fpheres. 
Only to number out a villain's years ! 
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EPITAPH 



ON 



A FRIEND. 



AN honeft man here lies at reft, 
As e'er God with his Image bleft:, 
The friend of man, the friend of truth ; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth : 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm'd, 
Few heads with knowledge fo informed : 
If there's another world, he lives in blifs ; 
If there is none, he made the beft of this. 



A GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 

OTHOU, who kindly doft provide 
For every creature's want ! 
We blefs thee, God of nature wide. 
For all thy goodnefs lent : 
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And, if it pleafe tliee, heavenly guide. 

May never worfe be fent ; 
But whether granted, or denied. 

Lord blefs us with content ! 

Amen ! 



A verft compofed and repeated by Burns, to 
the Majier of the boufey on taking leave at a 
place In the Highlands ^ where he had been 
hofpitably entertained. 

WHEN death's dark ftream I ferry o'er, 
A time that furely fliall come ; 
In Heaven itfelf, I'll alk no more. 
Than juft a Highland welcome. 
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The foregoing Poems originally appeared, as 
they are here given, in the first Edition of 
Currie's Burns — Liverpool, 1800 — besides 
those printed in the Kilmarnock and Edinburgh 
Editions. Our readers will observe that the 
" Poetical Address to Mr. William Tytler," 
at page 39 of this vol., verse 5, has three lines 
of asterisks, which have been continued in all 
Currie's Editions, and in all others up to 
Pickering's of 1839. Even Allan Cun- 
ningham's — ^London, 1834 — has not the 
blanks filled up. The verse runs : — 

But why of this epocha make fuch a fuTs, 

That gave us the Hanover * ftem ; 
If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

Fm fure 'twas as lucky for them. 



♦Burns wrote "Eleftoral," but Lord Woodhouulce altered it to 
«• Hanover*" 
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The " Sonnet on the death of Mr. Riddel," 
at page 5 1 of this volume, had the follovving 
six lines added to it in Currie's Second 
Edition, which has been adhered to in all after 
Editions : — 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe. 
And foothe the Virtues weeping on this bier : 
The Man of Worthy and has not left his peer, 

Is in his "narrow houfe" for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joy fhall others greet. 
Me, mem'ry of my lofs will only meet. 

The succeeding Poems, onward to, and in- 
cluding the lines — " On being asked why God 
made Miss Davies so little, and Mrs. D*** so 
large,'* were first published in "Stewart's 
Edition of Burns' Poems,'' in 180 1 and 1802, 
with the following Title-Page and Advertise- 
ment. 



POEMS 



ASCRIBED TO 



ROBERT BURNS, 



THE AYRSHIRE BARD, 



NOT CONTAINED IN ANY EDITION OF HIS WORKS 



HITHERTO PUBLISHED. 



GLASGOW, 

PRINTED BY CHAPMAN 8c LANG, 
FOR THOMAS STEWART, BOOKSELLER AND STATIONER. 

I80I. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The following Poems, afcribed to Bums, are 
prefented to the Public without any pofitive 
affirmation of their authenticity on the part of 
the Publifher. It muft be confeffed, that they 
appear under circumftances rather difadvanta- 
geous, as, whatever was omitted in the Liver- 
pool edition, might be fuppofed unworthy of 
the public eye : — Let readers judge for them- 
felves. — 

Several of thefe pieces were received by the 
Publifher in the Author's own manufcript, 
others were obligingly communicated by friends 
and admirers of the Bard, and fome were col- 
lected from newfpapers : but it is prefumed, 

K 
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that on perufal, all will be found to poflels 
indubitable marks of their imputed parent. 

To fuch as think his fatires on the Clergy 
too fevere, and of an immoral tendency, it 
may be anfwered, that the attack was provok- 
ed ; and that^ the caufe of true religion can 
never be injured by expofing its abufe, in ^ the 
canting and felf-righteous enthufiaft. — Many 
refpec^lable characters are, no doubt, lampoon- 
ed without reafon : — the author, exafperated by 
a few individuals, unjuftly extended his re- 
fentment to the whole clafs. 

Every piece in this volume pofleffes fome 
trait, charafteriftic of Bums ; but none, per- 
haps, is more worthy of attention than the 
ydly Beggars^ which, independently of the 
other poems, would be a fufficient recommen- 
dation to any collection. 

An analyfis of this admirable jeu cTe/prit 
might furnifh materials for a lorlg eflay. At 
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prefent, luffice it to lay, that for humorous de- 
fcription, and nice difcrimination of charadler^ 
it is inferior to no poem of the fame length, 
in the whole range of Englifli poetry. — The 
recitative part is poiTeiTed of very confider- 
able merit, but the fongs conftitute its chief ex- 
cellence : they ar^ fufficiently fapiliar and wit- 
ty, without falling too low, or rifing too much 
above the fimplicity of a fong : the meafure is 
judicioufly varied, and always adapted to the 
fubjedl. 



An approach to licentioufnefs in fome pieces, 
cxpofed Burns, when alive, to the feoffs of the 
illiberal, which ftill infult his afhes. But let 
the felf-fufHcient, who afperfe the memory 
of a fon of genius for fome flight deviations 
from decorum, remember to appreciate his 
merits alfo, and to be more attentive to a de- 
claration fandlioned by greater than human 
authority, that, " To the pure all things are 
pure^ 



^■«" ''m ^ M^mt 
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THE 



JOLLY beggars: 



A CANTATA. 



RECITATIVO. 



WHEN lyart leaves beftrow the yird, 
Or wavering like the * Bauckie* 
bird. 
Bedim cauld Boreas' blaft ; 
When hailftanes drive wi' bitter fkyte, 
And infant Frofts begin to bite, 

In hoary cranreuch dreft ; 
Ae night at e'en a merry core 

O' randie, gangrel bodies, 
In Poofie-Nanfie's held the fplore, 
To drink their orra dudies ; 

* The old Scotch name for the Bat, 
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Wi' quaffing, and laughing. 
They ranted an' they fang • 

Wi' jumping, an' thumping. 
The vera girdle rang. 

Firft, nieft the fire, in auld, red rags, 
Ane fat ; weel brac'd wi' mealy bags, 

And knapfack a' in order ; 
His doxy lay within his arm ; 
Wi' ufquebae an' blankets warm, 

She blinket on her fodger : 
An' ay he gies the tozie drab 

The tither fkelpan kifs, • 

While fhe held up her greedy gab, 
Juft like an aumous difh : 

Ilk fmack ftill did crack ftill, 
Juft like a cadger's whip ; 
Then ftaggering, an' fwaggering. 
He roar'd this ditty up— 

Air. — Tune, Soldiers^ yoy. 

I am a Son of Mars who have been in many 
wars, 
And Ihow mv cuts and fears wherever I 
come ; 
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This here was for a wench, and that other in 
a trench, 
When welcoming the French at the found of 
the drum. 

Lai dc daudle &c. 



My Prentice/hip I pajl where my Leader 
breath'd his laft. 
When the bloody die was caft on the heights 
of Abram ; 
And I ferved out my Trade when the gallant 
game was play'd, 
And the Moro low was laid at the found of 
the drum. 



I laftly was with Curtis among xht Jloating 
batfries 
And there I left for witnefs, an arm and a 
limb ; 
Yet let my Country need me, with Elliot to 
head me, 
Pd clatter on my flumps at the found of a 
drum. 
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And now tho' I muft beg, with a wooden arm 
and leg, 
And many a tatter'd rag hanging over my 
bum, 
Fm as happy with my wallet my bottle and 
my Callet, 
As when I uPd in fcarlet to follow a drum. 



What tho', with hoary locks I muft ftand the 
winter fhocks. 
Beneath the woods and rocks, aftentimes 
for a home, 
When the tother bag I fell and the tother 
bottle tell, 
I could meet a troop of Hell at the found 
of a drum. 



RECITATIVO. 



He ended ; and the kebars fheuk, 

Aboon the chorus roar ; 
While frighted rattons backward leuk, 

An feek the benmoft bore : 
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A fairy Fiddler frae the neuk, 
He fkirPd out, encore. 

But up arofe the martial Chuck^ 
An' laid the loud uproar. 



Air. — Tune, Sodger Laddie.^ 

I once was a maid tho' I cannot tell when ; 
And ftill my delight is in proper young men : 
Some one of a troop of Dragoons was my 

dadie, 
No wonder I'm fond of a Sodger laddie. 

Sing lal de dal &c 

m 

The firft of my loves was a fwaggering blade. 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 
His leg was fo tight and his cheek was fo 

ruddy, 
Tranfported I was with my Sodger laddie. 



But the godly old Chaplain left him in the 

lurch ; 
The fword I forfook for the fake of the church ; 

L 



( 82 ) 

He ventured the Soul^ and I rilked the Body^ 
'Twas then I prov'd falfe to my Sodger laddie. 

Fvdl foon I grew fick of my fandlified Sot^ 
The Regiment at large for a bujband I got.; 
From the gilded Spontoon to the Fife I was 

ready, 
I afked no more but a Sodger laddie. 

But the Peace it reduced me to beg in defpair, 
Till I met my old boy in a Cunningham fair ; 
His rags regimental they fluttered fo gaudy. 
My heart it rejoic'd at a Sodger laddie. 

And now I have lived — I know not how long. 
And ftill I can join in a cup and a fong ; 
But whilft with both hands I can hold the glafs 

fteady. 
Here's to thee, my Hero my Sodger laddie. 



RECITATIVO. 



Poor Merry Andrew, in the neuk, 
Sat guzzling wi' a Tinkler-hizzie ; 



:( 83 ) 

They mind't na wha the chorus teuk, 
Between themfels they were fae bufy : 

At length wi' drink an' courting dizzy, 
He ftoiter'd up an' made a face ; 

Then tum'd, an laid a fmack on Grizzie 
Syne tun'd his pipes wi' grave grimace/ 

Air. — Tune, Auld Sir Symon. 

Sir Wifdom's a fool when he's fou ; 

Sir Knave is a fool in a Seffion, i| 

He's there but a prentice, I trow, 

But I am. a fool by profeflion. 

My Grannie fhe bought me a beuk. 
An' I held awa to the fchool ; 

I fear I my talent mifteuk. 

But what will ye hae of a fool ? 

For drink I would venture my neck ; 

A hizzie's the half of my Craft : 
But what could ye other expe(5l " 

Of ane that's avowedly daft? 



( 84 ) 

I, ance, was ty'd up like a ftirk, 
For civilly fwearing and quaffing ; 

I, ance, was abuf'd i' the kirk, 
For.towfing a lafs i' my daffin. 

Poor Andrew that tumbles for fport. 
Let nae body name wi' a jeer ; 

There's even, Pm tauld, i' the Court 
A Tumbler caM the Premier. 

ObfjMTv'd ye yon reverend lad 
Mak faces to tickle the Mob ; 

He rails at our mountebank fquad, 
Its rivalfhip juft i' the job. 

And now my conclufion PU tell, 
For faith Pm confoundedly dry : 

The chiel that's a fool for himfel, 
Guid L — d, he's far dafter than I. 



RECITATIVO. 



Then nieft outfpak a raucle Carlin, 
Wha ken't fu' weel to cleek the Sterlin ; 



( 85 ) 

For mony a purfie flie had hooked, 
An had in mony a well been douked : 
Her Love had been a Highland laddie^ 
But weary fa' the waefu' woodie ! 
Wi' (ighs an' fobs fhe thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandman. 

Air. — Tune, an^ ye were dead Gudeman. 

A highland lad my Love was born, 
The lalland laws he held in fcorn : 
But he ftill was faithfu' to his clan. 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 



CHORUS, 

Sing hey my braw John Highlandman ! 
Sing ho my braw John Highlandman ! 
There's not a lad in a' the Ian' 
Was match for my John Highlandman. 

With his Philibeg, an' tartan Plaid, 
An' guid Claymore down by his fide, 



( 86. ) 

The ladies' hearts he did trepan, 
My gallant, braw John Higblandman. 

Sing hey &c. 

We ranged a' from Tweed to Spey, 
An' liv'd like lords an' ladies gay : 
For a lalland face he feared none, 
My gallant, braw John Higblandman. 

Sing hey &c 

They banifh'd him beyond the fea. 
But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adown my cheeks the pearls ran, 
Embracing my John Htgblandman. 

Sing hey &c. 

But Och ! they catch'd him at the laft. 
And bound him in a dungeon faft. 
My curfe upon them every one. 
They've hang'd my braw John Higblandman. 

Sing hey &c 

And now a widow I muft mourn 
The Pleafures that will ne'er return ; 



( 8/ ) 

No comfort but a hearty can^ 
When I think on yobn Higblandman. 

Sing hey &c. 



RECITATIVO. 

A pigmy Scraper wi' his Fiddle, 
Wha uf 'd to tryftes an' fairs to driddle, 
Her ftrappan limb an' gaufy middle, 

(He reached nae higher) 
Had hoPd his beartte like a riddle, 

An' blawn't on fire. 



Wi' hand on hainch, and upward e'e, 
He croon'd his gamut, one^ two^ tbree^ 
Then in an ariofo key. 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wi' allegretto glee 

His giga Solo. 

Air. — Tune, Wbijlle owre tbe lave d^t. 

Let me ryke up to dight that tear. 
An' go wi' me an' be my dear ; 



( 88 ) 

An' then your every carti zx^ fear 

May whiftle owre the lave o't 



CHORUS. 



I am a Fiddler to my trade, 
An' a' the tunes that e'er I play'd, 
The fweeteft ftill to nmfe or matd\y 
Was whiftle owre the lave o't. 



At Kirns an' weddins we*fe be there, 
An' O fke nicely 's we will fare ! 
We'll bowfe about till Dadie Care 

Sing whiftle owre the lave o't. 

I am &c 

Sae merrily 's the banes we'll pyke. 
An' ftm ourfells about the dyke ; 
An' at our leifure when ye like 

We'll whiftle owre the lave o't. 

I am &c. 

But blefs me wi'* your he^jiv'n o' charms, 
At?' while I kittle hair on thairms 



( 89 ) 

Hunger^ Cauld^ an' a' fic harms 

May whiftle owre the lave o't. 

I am &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

Her charms had ftruck a fturdy Catrd^ 

As weel as poor Gutfcraper ; 
He taks the Fiddler by the beard, 

An' draws a roofty rapier. — 
He fwoor by a' was fwearing worth 

To fpeet him like a Pliver^ 
Unlefs he would from that time forth 

Relinquifh her for ever : 
Wi' ghaftly e'e poor Tweedledee 

Upon his hunkers bended, 
An' pray'd for grace wi' ruefu' face, 

An' fo the quarrel ended ; , 
But tho' his little heart did grieve, 

When round the Tinkler preft her, 
He feign'd to fnirtle in his fleeve ^ 

When thus the Caird addrefs'd her — 

Air. — Tune, Clout the Caudroft. 

My bonie lafs I work in brafs, 

A Tinkler is my ftation ; 

•M 
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IVe travelled round all Chriftian ground 

In this my occupation ; 
Pve ta'en the gold an been enrolPd 

In many a noble fquadron ; 
But vain they fearch'd when ofF I march'd 

To go an' clout the Caudron. 

Pve ta'en the gold &c. 

Defpife that Shrimps that withered Imp^ 

With a' his noife an' cap'rin ; 
An' take a fliare with thofe that bear 

The budget and the apron ! 
And by that Stowp ! my faith an' houpe. 

And by that dear * Kilbaigicy 
If e'er ye want, or meet with fcant, 

May I ne'er weet my craigie ! 

And by that Stowp, &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

The Caird prevail'd — th' unblufhing fair 
In his embraces funk ; 



* A peculiar fort of Whi/kie fo called : a great favorite with 
mPoofie Nanfu*! Clubs. 
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* 

Partly wi' Love overcome fae fair, 

An' partly flie was drunk : 
Sir Violino with an air 

That fliow'd a man o' fpunk, 
WifliM unifon between the pair, 

An' made the bottle clunk 

To their health that night, 

But hurchin Cupid fhot a fliaft, 

That play'd a Dame a fhavie — 
The Fiddler rak^dhtr^fore and aft ^ 

Behint the Chicken cavie : 
Her lord^ a wight of Horner^ s * craft, 

Tho' limpan wi' the Spavie, 
He hirpl'd up an' lap like daft, 

An' fhor'd them Dainty Davie 

O' boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade. 

As ever Bacchus lifted ! 
Tho' Fortune fair upon him laid, 

His heart Ihe ever mifs'd it. 



* Homer is aUowed to be the eldcll Ballad finger on reco»l» 
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He had no wtjb but — to be glad. 
Nor want but — ^when he thrifted : 

He hated nought but — to be fad, 
An' thus the Mufe fuggefted 

His fang that night 

Air. — Tune, For a^ that an^ a^ that. 

I am a Bard of no regard, 
Wi' gentle folks an' a' that ; 

But Homer like the glowran byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that. 



CHORUS. 

For a' that an' a' that. 

An' twice as muckle's a' that, 

I've loft but ane^ I've twa behin', 
I've wife eneugb for a' that. 

I never drank the Mufes' Stank^ 

Caftalia's burn an' a' that, 
But there it ftreams an' richly reams, 

My Helicon I ca' that. 

For a' that &c. 
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Great love I bear to all the Fair^ 
Their humble flave an' a' that ; 

But lordly will, I hold it ftill 
A mortal fm to thraw that. 

For a' that &c 

In raptures fweet this hour we meet, 
Wi' rtiutual love an' a' that ; 

But for how lang ihtjlie may Jiang, 
Let Inclination law that 

For a' that &c 

Their tricks an' craft hae put me daft, 
They've ta'en me in, an' a' that. 

But clear your decks an' here's the Sex 
I like the jads for a' that. 

For a' that an' a' that, 

An' twice as muckle's a' that. 

My dearejl bluid to do them guid. 
They're welcome till't for a' that 



RECITATIVO. 



So fung the Bard — and Nanfie's waws 
Shook with a thunder of applaufe 
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Re-echo'd from each mouth ! 
They toom'd their pocks, they pawn'd their 

duds, 
They fcarcely left to coor their fuds, 

To quench their lowan drouth, 
Then owre again the jovial thrang 

The Poet did requeft. 
To lowfe his pack an' wale a fang, 
A ballad o the beft. 
He, rifmg, rejoicing, 

Between his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him an' found them 
Impatient for the Chorus, 

Air. — Tune, Jolly Mortals Jill your glajfes. 

See the fmoking bowl before us, 

Mark our jovial, ragged ring ! 
Round and round take up the Chorus, 

And in raptures let us fmg — 



CHORUS. 



A fig for thofe by law protected I 
Libertfs a glorious feaft ! 



{ 95 ) 

Courts for Cowards were eredled, 
Churches built to pleafe the Prieji. 

What is title ? what is treafure ? 

What is reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleafure, 

'Tis no matter bow or where. 

A fig &c. 

With the ready trick and fable 
Round we wander all tlier day ; 

And at night, in barn or liable, 
Hug our doxies on the hay. 

A fig for &c. 

Does the train- attended Carriage 
Thro' the country lighter rove ? 

Does the fober bed of Marriage 
Witnefs brighter fcenes of love ? 

A fig for &c* 

Life is all a variorum^ 

We regard not how it goes ; 



( 96 ) 

Let them cant about decorum^ 
Who have charadler to lofe. 

A fig for &c 

Here's to budgets^ bags and wallets h 
Here's to all the wandering train ! 

Here's our ragged Brats and Callets! 
One and all cry out, amen! 

A fig for thofe by law protedled. 
Liberty s a glorious y^^/ 

Courts for Cowards were eredled, 
Churches built to pleafe the priefL 



( 97 ) 



THE 



K I R K'S A L A R MS 



A SATIRE. 



ORTHODOX, orthodox, wha believe 
in John Knox, 
Let me found an alarm to your confcience ; 
There's a heretic blaft has been blawn i' the 
waft. 
That what is no fenfe muft be nonfenfe. 

Dr. Mac*, Dr. Mac, you fliould ftretch on a 
rack. 

To ftrike evil doers wi' terror ; 
To join faith and fenfo upon ony pretence, 

Is heretic, damnable error. 

§ This Poem was written a fhort time after the publication of 
Dr. M'Gill's Eflay, 

• Dr. M* ^11. 

N 
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Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad I de- 
clare, 

To meddle wi' mifchief a-brewing ; 
Provoft John is ftill deaf to the church's relief. 

And orator Bob f is its ruin, 

Drymple mild |, Drymple mild, tho' your 
heart's like a child, 

And your life like the new driven fnaw, 
Yet that winna fave ye, auld Satan muft have ye, 

For preaching that three's ane and twa. 

Rumble John ||, Rumble John, mount the 
fteps wi' a groan. 
Cry the book is wi' herefy cramm'd ; 
Then lug out your ladle, deal brimftone like 
adle. 
And roar every note of the damn'd. 

Simper James §, Simper James, leave the fair 
Killie dames. 
There's a holier chace in your view ; 

t R 1 A n. t Dr. D e. || Mr. R U. 

§ Mr. M* y. 
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I'll lay oa your head, that the pads: ye'll foon 
lead, 
For puppies like you there's but few. 

Singet Sawney *, Singet Sawney, are ye herd- 
ing the penny, 

Unconfcious what evils await ; 
Wi' a jump, yell and howl, alarm every foul. 

For the foul thief is juft at your gate. 

Daddy Auld f , Daddy Auld, there's a tod in 
the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the Clerk ; 
Tho' ye can do little fkaith, ye'U be in at the 
death, 
And gif ye canna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Blufter ijl, Davie Blufter, if for a faunt ye 
do mufter, 
The corps is no nice of recruits ; 
Yet to worth let's be juft, royal blood ye might 
boaft. 
If the afs was the king of the brutes. 



* Mr. M y. t Mr. A d. f Mr. G 

e. 



* 



■J J 

J J >* ■^ 

J J ■J •^ . 
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Jamy Goofc *, Jamy Goofe, ye ha'e made but 
toom roofe, 
In hunting the wicked Lieutenant ; 
But the Dodlor's your mark, for the L — d's 
haly ark, 
He has cooper'd and cawd a wrang pin in't. 

Poet Willie f, Poet Willie, gi' the Dodor a 
voUy, 
Wi' your liberty's chain and your wit ; 
O'er Pegafus' fide ye ne'er laid a ilride. 

Ye but fmelt, man, the place where he 
fh— t. 



Andro Gouk :}:, Andro Gouk, ye may flander 
the book, 
And the book not the waur let me tell ye ; 
Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and 
wig, 
And ye'U ha'e a calPs head o' fma' value. 



* Mr. Y; g, C k. t P 8, A—u J Dr. A. 

M II. 
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Barr Steenme *, Barr Steennie, what mean ye ? 
what mean ye ? 

If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 
Ye may ha'e fome pretence to havins and fenfe, 

Wi' people wha' ken ye nae better. 

Irvine fide f , Irvine fide, wi' your turkey- 
cock pride, 
Of manhood but fma' is your fhare ; 
YeVe the figure, 'tis true, even your faes will 
allow. 
And your friends they dare grant you nae 
mair. 

Muirland Jock ij:, Muirland Jock, when the 
L — d makes a rock 

To crufli common fenfe for her fins. 
If ill manners were wit, there's no mortal fo fit 

To confound the poor Dodlor at ance. 

Holy Will II, Holy Will, there was wit i' your 
fkuU, 
When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor ; 



* Ur. S n Y , B— r. t Mr. S h, G- 

J Mr. S d. li An E r in M e. 



•n. 
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The timmer is fcant, when ye're ta'en for a 
faunt, 
Wha fliould fwing in a rape for an houn 



Calvin's fons, Calvin's fons, feize your fp*ritual 
guns, 
Ammunition you never can need ; 
Your hearts are the fluff, will be powther 
enough, 
And your fkulls are ftorehoufes o' lead. 



Poet Burns, Poet Burns, wi' your prieft-lkelping 
turns. 
Why defert ye your auld native {hire ? 
Your mufe is a gipfie, e'en tho' fhe were 
tipfie. 
She cou'd ca' us nae waur than we are. 



( I03 ) 



ROBERT BURNS' ANSWER 



TO AN 



EPISTLE FROM A TAYLOR. 



WHAT ails ye now, ye loufie b^ h, 
To threfli my back at fic a pitch ? 
Lofli man ! hae mercy wi' your natch, 

Your bodkin's bauld, 
I did na fufFer ha'f fae much 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

What tho' at times when I grow croufe, 
I gi'e their wames a random poufe, 
Is that enough for you to foufe 

Your fervant fae ? 
Gae mind your feam, ye prick the loufe, 

An' jag the flae. 

King David o' poetic brief, 
Wrought 'mang the laifes fic mifchief 
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As fiird his after life wi' grief 

An' bloody rants. 
An* yet he's nmk'd amang the chief 

O' lang lyne iaunts. 

And maybe. Tarn, for a* my cants. 
My wicked rhymes, an' drucken rants^ 
I'll gie auld clovei Clooty's haunts 

An unco flip yet, 
An^ fhugly fit amang the Ikmits, 

At Davie's hip yet. 

But fegs, the Seffion fays I maun 
Gae fe' upo' anither plan. 
Than garren lafles cowp the cran 

Qean heels owre body. 
And fairly thole their mither^s ban. 

Afore the howdy* 

This leads me on, to tell £ot fjport. 
How I did wi' the Seffiixi fort — 
Auld Clinkum at the Inner port 

Cry'd three times^ ^ Robin T 
" Come hither lad, an' anfwer for^t, 

'' Ye're hiam'd for jobbin'*" 



( I05 ) 

WP pinch I put a Sunday's face on, 
An' fnoovM awa' before the Seffion — 
I made an open fair confeffion, 

I fconiM to lie ; 
An' fyne Mefs John, beyond expreflion, 

Fell foul o' me. 



A fumicator lown he call'd me, 

An' faid my fau't frae blifs expell'd me ; 

I own'd the tale was true he tell'd me, 

' But what the matter,' 
Quo' I, ' I fear unlefs ye geld me, 

' ril ne'er be better.' 



" Geld you !" quo' he, " and whatfore no, 
" If that your right hand, leg or toe, 
" Should ever prove your fp'ritual foe, 

" You ftiou'd remember 
" To cut it afF, an' whatfore no, 

" Your deareft member." 



' Na, na,' quo' I, ' I'm no for that, 
' Gelding 's nae better than 'tis ca't, 

O 



( io6 ) 

^ Fd rathef fufFer for my faut, 

• A hearty flewit, 

' As fair owre hip as ye cari draw^t ! 

' tho' I fliould rue it. 



' Or gin ye like to end the bother, 
^ To pleafe us a\ Fve juft ae ither, 
' When next wi* yon lafs I forgather, 

' Whate'er betide it, 
' rU frankly gi'e her't a' thegither, 

* An' let her guide it/ 

But, Sir, this pleaa'd them warft of ava. 
An' therefore, Tam, when that I faw, 
I faid ' Gude night,' and cam' awa'. 

And left the Seffion ; 
I faw they were refolved a' 

On my oppreffion. 



( I07 ) 



EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE, 



INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE. 




ERE lies Johnny Pidgeon, 
What was his religion, 
"Whae'er delires to ken, 
To fome other wafl 
Maun follow the carl. 
For here Johnny Pidgeon had nane. 

Strong ale was ablution, 
Small beer perfecution, 
A dram was memento mori; 
But a full flowing bowl. 
Was the faving his foul. 
And Port ;wras celeflial glory. 



{ io8 ) 



S ON G, 

WRITTEN AND SUNG AT A GENERAL MEETING 
OF THE EXCISE-OFFICERS IN SCOTLAND. 

I. 

THE de'il cam' fiddling thro' the town, 
And danc'd awa' wi' the Excifeman ; 
And ilk auld wife cry'd, " Auld Mahoun, 
" We wifti you luck o' the prize man. 

CHORUS. 

^' We'll mak' our maut, and brew our drink, 
" We'll dance and nng and rejoice man ; 
" And mony thanks to the muckle black de'il, 
" That danc'd awa' wi' the Excifeman. 

II. 

" There's threefome reels, and fourfome reels, 
" There's hornpipes and ftrathfpeys, man ; 
" But the ae beft dance e'er cam' to our Ian', 
" Was the deil's awa' wi' the Excifeman. 

CHORUS. 

" We'll mak' our maut, &c" 



( I09 ) 



THE 



TWA H E R D St. 



OA' ye pious godly flocks, 
Well fed on paftures orthodox, 
Wha now will keep you frae the fox, 

Or worrying tykes. 
Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks, 

About the dykes. 

The twa beft herds in a' the waft, 
That e'er ga'e gofpel horn a blaft, 
Thefe five and twenty fummers paft, 

O ! dool to tell, 
Ha'e had a bitter black out-caft 

Atween themfel. 



f This piece was among the firft of our Author's produftions 
which he fubmitted to the public ; and was occafioned by a difpute 
between two Clergymen, near Kilmarnock. 



( no ) 

O, M y, man, and wordy R 11, 

How could you raife fo vile a buftle, 
Ye'U fee how new-light herds will whiftle, 

And think it fine ! 
The Lord's caufe ne'er gat fie a twiftle, 

Sin' I ha'e min'. 



O, Sirs ! whae'^r wad ha'e expekit, 

Your duty ye wad fae neglekit, 

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds refpekit, 

To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes themfelves elekit. 

To be their guide. 



What flock wi' M ^y's flock could rank, 

Sae hale and hearty every fliank, 
Nae poifon'd foor Arminian ftank. 

He let them tafle, . 
Frae Calvin's well, ay clear they drank, 

O' Ik a feaft ! 



The thummart, willcat, brock and tod, 
Weel kend his voice thro' a' the wood, 



( I " ) 

He fmell'd their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and in, 

And weel he lik'd to ftied their bluid. 

And fell their Ikin. 

What herd like R^ II. tell'd his tale. 

His voice was heard thro' muir and dale, 
He kend the Lord's flieep ilka tail. 

O'er a' the height. 
And faw gin they were fick or hale. 

At the firft fight. 

He fine a mangy ftieep could fcrub. 

Or nobly fling the gofpel club. 

And new-light herds could nicely drub. 

Or pay their fkin. 
Could fhake them o'er the burning dub. 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa, O ! do I live to fee't. 
Sic famous twa fhould difagreet. 
And names, like villian, hypocrite, 

Ilk ither gi'en. 
While new-light herds wi' laughin' fpite^ 

Say neither's-liein'. 



( "2 ) 

A' ye wha tent the gofpel fauld, 

There's D n deep, and P s, fliaul, 

But chiefly thou, apoflle A — d, 

'We truft in thee. 
That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld. 

Till they agree. 

Confider, Sirs, how we're befet. 
There's fcarce a new herd that we get. 
But comes frae 'mang that curfed fet, 

I winna name, 
I hope frae heav'n to fee them yet 

In fiery flame. 

D e has been lang our fae, 

M' 11 has wrought us meikle wae. 

And that curs'd rafcal ca'd M' e. 

And baith the S s. 

That aft ha'e made us black and blae, 

Wi' vengefu' paws. 

Auld W w, lang has hatch'd mifchief. 

We thought ay death wad bring relief, 
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But he has gotten to our grief, 

Ane to fucceed him, 

A chield wha'll foundly buff our beef ; 

I meikle dread him. 

And mony a ane that I could tell, 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forby turn-coats amang ourfel. 

There's S — h for ane, 
I doubt he's but a grey nick quill. 

And that ye'll fin\ 

O ! a' ye flocks, o'er a' the hills. 

By mofles, meadows, moors, and fells. 

Come join your counfel and your Ikills, 

To cow the lairds. 
And get the brutes the, power themfels. 

To choofe their herds. 

Then orthodoxy yet may prance. 

And learning in a woody dance, 

And that fell cur ca'd common fenfe. 

That bites fae fair, . 

Be banifh'd o'er the fea to France, 

Let him bark there. 
P 
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Then Shaw's and Dalrymple's eloquence, 

M^ IPs clofe nervous excellence, 

M^Qi^-e's pathetic manly fenfe. 

And guid M* h, 

Wi' S — th wha thro' the heart can glance. 

May a' pack afF. 



LETTER 



TO 



JOHN GOUDIE, 

KILMARNOCK, 

ON THE PUBLICATION OF HIS ESSAYS. 

GouDiE ! terror of the Whigs, 
Dread of black coats and rev'rend 
wigs, 
Soor Bigotry, on her laft legs, 

Girnin' looks back, 
Wifliin' the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad feize you quick. 
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Poor gaping glowrin' Superftition, 

Waes me ! flie's in a fad condition ; 

Fy, bring Black- Jock, her ftate phyfician. 

To fee her w-t-r ; 
Alas ! there's ground o' great fufpicion 

She'll ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple, 
But now file's got an unco ripple, 
Hafte, gie her name up i' the chappel. 

Nigh unto death ; 
See how flie fetches at the thrapple, 

An' gafps for breath. 

Enthufiafm's paft redemption, 

Gane in a galloping confumption. 

Not a' the quacks, wi' a' their gumption. 

Will ever mend her. 
Her feeble pulfe gies ftrong prefumption 

Death foon will end her. 

'Tis you and * Taylor are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mifchief ; 

* Dr. I'aylor of Norwich. 
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But gin tiie LonTs ain focis gar leave, 

A toam tar band 

An'' twa red peats; -wad fend iriiff^ 

An' end "die qnaxreL 



HOLY WILLI E S 



PHAYER. 



OTHOT7, -whz. in the bcavenB doft 
dwell, 
Via, as it pfeates bdl liryteT, 
Sends ane to iieaven and ten to hell, 

A^ for lir frlarr. 
And tiD^B* any guid or iD 

llier-S« dnne afore Aee 3 

I lik& and pndk i^y Tuaichlc^ xiugixi, 

Hflct I am IttTC afore diy iijia. 

For pft^ an" {rr'^ce, 

A iunmf azT a ihiriTn^ %la^ 

To a^ this place 
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What was I, or my generation, 
That I fhould get fuch exahation, 
I wha deferve fie juft damnation, 

For broken laws, 
Five thoufand years 'fore my creation. 

Thro' Adam's caufe. 



When frae my mither's womb I fell, 
Thou might ha'e plmiged me in hell. 
To gnaih my gums, to weep and wail. 

In bumin' lake, 
Whar danmed devils roar and yell, 

Chain'd to a (lake. 



Yet I am here a chofen fkmple. 

To fliow thy grace is great an' ample; 

Fm here a pillar in thy temple. 

Strong as a rock, 
A guide, a buckler, an' example 

To a' thy flock. 

But yet, O L — d ! confefs I muft. 
At times Vm hih'd wi' fleflily luft 






'*.r. 



.i:::^^tiSi^^ : : 
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An' fometimes too, wi' warldly truft. 

Vile felf gets in ; 

But thou remembers we are duft, 

Defira in fm. 

O L — d ! yeftreen, thou kens, wi' Meg, 

Thy pardon I (incerely beg, 

O ! may it ne'er be a livin' plague 

To my difhonour, 
An' I'll ne'er lift . a lawlefs 1— g 

Again upon her. 

Befides, I farther maun allow, 

Wi' Lizie's lafs, three times I trow ; 

Butj L — d, that Friday I was fow, 

When I came near her. 
Or elfe, thou kens, xhj fervant true 

Wad ne'er ha'e fteer'd her. 

Maybe thou lets \}[i\%jlejhly thorn^ 

Befet thy fervant e'en and morn. 

Left he owre high and proud fliou'd turn, 

'Caufe he's fae gifted ; 
If fae, thy han' maun e'en be borne. 

Until thou lift it. 
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L — d blefs thy chofen in this place, 

For here thou haft a chofen race ; 

But G — d confound their ftubborn face, 

And blaft their name, 
Wha bring thy elders to difgrace, 

An' public fliame. 

L — d mind G n H n's deferts,. 

He drinks, an' fwears, an' plays at cartes, 
Yet has fae mony takin' arts, 

Wi' grit an' fma', 
Frae G — d's ain priefts the people's hearts 

He fteals awa'. 



An' whan we chaften'd him therefore, 
Thou kens how he bred fie a fplore, 
As^fet the warld in a roar 

O' laughin' at us ; 
Curfe thou his balket and his ftore. 

Kail an' potatoes. 



hear my earneft kxj an' prayV, 
Againft that prefbyt'ry o' Ayr ; 
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Thy ftrong right hand, L — d make it bare, 

Upo' their heads, 

L — d weigh it down, and dinna fpare. 

For their mifdeeds. 

O L — d my G — d, |:hat glib-tongu'd A n. 

My very heart an' faul are quakin', 

To think how we flood fweatin', fliakin', 

An' p — d wi' dread, 
While he wi' hingin' lips and fnakin'. 

Held up his head. 

L — d in the day of vengeance try him, 
L — d vifit them wha did employ him, 
An' pafs not in thy mercy by 'em. 

Nor hear their pray'r j 
But for thy people's fake deflroy 'em. 

And dinna fpare. 

But, L — d remember me and mine 
Wi' mercies temp'ral and divine. 
That I for gear -and grace may fhine, 

Excell'd by nane, 
An' a' the glory fhall be thine. 

Amen, Amen. 
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EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE. 

HERE Holy Willie's fair worn clay 
Taks up its laft abode ; 
His faul has ta'en fome other way, 
I fear, the left-hand road. 

Stop ! there he is as fure's a gun, 

Poor filly body fee him ; 
Nae wonder he's as black's the grun, 

Obferve wha's Handing wi' him. 

Your brunftane devilfliip I fee 

Has got him there before ye j 
But ha'd your nine-tail cat a wee. 

Till ance you've heard my ftory. 

Your pity I will not implore, ' 

For pity ye have nane ; 
Juftice, alas ! has gi'en him o'er, 
* And mercy's day is gane. 

But hear me. Sir, de'il as ye are, 
Look fomething to your credit ; 

A coof like him wou'd ftain your name, 
If it were kent ye did it. 

Q 



*ff 
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THE INVENTORY, 



IN ANSWER TO A MANDATE BY THE SURVEYOR 

OF THE TAXES. 



SIR, as your mandate did requeft, 
I fend you here a faithfu' lift, 
O' gudes an' ge^r, an' a' my graith, 
To which I'm clear to gi'e my aith. 



Imprimis then, for carriage cattle, 
I have four brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew afore a pettle. 
My * LarC afore^% a gude auld has been^ 
An' wight an' wilfu' a' his days been. 
My f Lar^ abtn\ a weel gaun fillie. 
That aft has borne me hame frae Killie J, 



* The fore horfe on the left-hand in the plough, 
t The hindmoft on the left-hand in the plough. 
\ Kilmarnock. 
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An' your auld burrough . mony a time, 

In days when riding was nae crime — 

But ance whan in my wooing pride 

I like a blockhead booft to ride, 

The wilfu' creature fae I pat to, 

(L— d pardon a' my fins an' that to !} 

I play'd my fiUie fie a fhavie, 

She's a' bedevil'd wi' the fpavie. 

My * Furr abtn\ a wordy beaft, 

As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd. — 

The fourth's a Highland Donald hafl:ie, 

A d — n'd red wud Kilburnie blafl:ie ; 

Foreby a Cowt^ o' Cowts the wale, 

As ever ran afore a tail 

If he be fpar'd to be a beaft, 

He'll draw me fifteen pun' at lealt — 

Wheel carriages I ha'e but few, 

Three carts, an' twa are feckly new ; 

Ae auld wheelbarrow, mair for token, 

Ae leg an' baith the trams are broken ; 

I made a poker o' the fpin'le, 

An' my auld mother brunt the trin'le.— 



* The hindmoft on the right-hand in th^j plough. 
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For men, Fve three mifchievous boys, 
Run devils for rantin' an' for noife ; 
A gaudfman ane, a thraflier t'other, • 
Wee Davock hands the nowt in fother. 
I rule them as I ought, difcreetly. 
An' aften labour them completely. 
An' ay on Sundays duly, nightly, 
I on the quefl:i6ns targe them tightly ; 
Till faith, wee Davock's tum'd fae gleg, 
Tho' fcarcely langer than your leg. 
He'll fcreed you afF EfFedlual Calling, 
As faft as ony in the dwalling. — 
I've nane in female fervan' ftation, 
(L — d keep me ay frae a' temptation !) 
I ha'e nae wife ; and that my blifs is. 
An' ye have laid nae tax on mifles ; 
Ai^' then if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the devils dare na touch me. 
Wi' weans I'm mair than weel contented, 
Heav'n fent me ane mae than I wanted. 
My fonfie fmirking dear-bought Befs, 
She flares the daddy in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like but grace ; 
But her, my bonny fweet wee lady, 
I've paid enough for her already. 
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An' gin ye tax her or her mither, 

B' the L — d ! ye'fe get them a' thegither. 

•% 

And now, remember Mr. A-k-n, 
Nae kind of licence out Pm takin' ; 
Frae this time forth, I do declare, 
Pfe ne'er ride horfe nor hizzie mair ; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life PU paidle, 
Ere I fae dear pay for a faddle ; 
My travel a' on foot PU fhank it, 
Pve fturdy bearers, Gude be thankit. — 
The Kirk an' you may tak' you that. 
It puts but little in your pat ; 
Sae dinna put me in your buke. 
Nor for my ten white (hillings luke. 

This lift wi' my ain han' I wrote it. 
Day an' date as under notit. 
Then know all ye whom it concerns, 

Subfcrtpft hutC^ ROBERT BURNS. 

Mofsgtel^ February iid^ 1786. 
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THE 



HENPECK'D HUSBAND. 



CURS'D be the man, the pooreft wretch 
in life, 
The crouching vaflal to the tyrant wife. 
Who has no will but by her high permiflion ; 
Who has not fixpence but in her pofleffion ; 
Who muft to her his dear friend's fecret tell ; 
Who dreads a curtain-ledlure worfe than hell. 
Were fuch the wife had fallen to my part, 
Vd break her fpirit, or I'd break her heart ; 
Pd charm her with the magic of a fwitch, 
rd kifs her maids, and kick the perverfe b — h. 
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ADDRESS 



TO A N 



ILLEGITIMATE CHILD. 



THOU'S welcome wean, miflianter fa' 
me, 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy, 
Shall ever danton me, or awe me. 

My fweet wee lady. 
Or if I blufh when thou fhalt ca' jme 

Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonny Betty, 
I, fatherly will kifs an' daut thee. 
As dear an' near my heart I fet thee 

Wi' as gude will 
As a' the priefts had feen me get thee 

That's out o' h-11. 

What tho' they ca' me fornicator. 
An' teafe my name in kintry clatter : 



\ 
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The mair they tauk Pm kent the better, 

E'en let them clafh ; 

An auld wife's tongue's a fecklefs matter 

To gie ane fafh. 

Sweet fruit o' mony a merry dint, 
My funny toil is now a' tint. 
Sin' thou came to the warl afklent. 

Which fools may fcofF at ; 
In my laft plack thy partes be in't. 

The better ha'f o't. 

An' if thou be what I wad ha'e thee, 
An' tak' the counfel I fall gi'e thee, 
A lovin' father I'll be to thee. 

If thou be fpar'd ; 
Thfo' a' thy childifli years I'll e'e thee. 

An' think't weel war'd. 

Gude grant that thou may ay inherit 
Thy Inither's perfon, grace an' merit. 
An' thy poor worthlefs daddy's fpirit. 

Without his failins, 
'Twill pleafe me mair to hear an' fee't. 

Than ftocket mail ins. 



1^ 

\ 
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EPIGRAM. 



Burns, accompanied by a friend, having gone 
to Inverary at a time when fome company 
were there on a vifit to his Grace the Duke 
of Argyll, finding himfelf and his compan- 
ion entirely negledled by the Inn-keeper, 
whofe whole attention feemed to be occupied 
with the vifitors of his Grace, exprefled his 
difapprobation of the incivility with which 
they were treated in the following lines : 



WHOE'ER he be that fojourns here, 
I pity much his cale, 
Unlefs he come to wait upon 
The Lord their God, his Grace, 



There's naething here but Highland pride, 
And Highland fcab and hunger ; 

If Providence has fent me here, 
'Twas furely in an anger. 

R 



( I30 ) 

EPITAPH 

ON A 

WAG IN MAUCHLINE. 

LAMENT Hm Mauchline hufbands a', 
He aften did affift ye ; 
For had ye ftaid whok weeks awa', 
Your wives they ne'er had mifs'd ye. 

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pafs 

To fchool in bands thegither, 
O tread ye lightly on his grafs, 

Perhaps he was your father. 



EPIGRAM 

ON elphinstone's translation of Martial's 

EPIGRAMS. 

OTHOU whom Poetry abhors, 
Whom Profe has tumed out of dooi^^, 
Heard'ft thou that gcoan-^proceed no further, 
'Twas laurell'd Martial roaring murder. 
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ELEGY 



ON 



THE YEAR 1788. 

FOR Lords or kings I dinna mourn, 
E'en let them die — for that they're 
born ! 
But oh ! prodigious to refledl, 
A Towmont^ Sirs, is gane to wreck ! 
O Eighty^eighty in thy fma' fpace 
What dire events ha'e taken place ! 
Of what enjoyments thou haft reft us ! 
In what a pickle thou haft left us ! 

The Spanifli empire's tint a head, 
An' my auld teethlefs Bawtie's dead ; 
The toolzie's teugh 'tween Pitt an' Foi^ 
An' our gudewife's wee birdy cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluidy devil, 
But to the ben-birds unco civil ; 
The tither's dour, has nae fic breedin'. 
But better ftuff^ ne'er claw'd a middea ! 



/ 



N 

\ 



/ 



/ 



( 132 ) 

Ye minifters, come mount the pupit^ 
An' cry till ye be haerfe an' rupit ; 
For Eighty-eight he wifli'd you weel, 
An' gied you a' baith gear an^ meal ; 
E'en mony a plack, an' mony a peck, 
Ye ken yourfels, for little feck ! 

Ye bonny laffes, dight your een, 
For fome o' you ha'e tint a frien' ; 
In Eighty-eighty ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye'll ne'er ha'e to gi'e again. 

Obferve the very nowt an' fheep, 
How dowfF an' dowie now they creep ; 
Nay, even the yirth itfel' does cry. 
For Embro' wells are grutten dry, 

O Eighty-nine^ thou's but a bairn. 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn ! 
Thou beardlefs boy, I pray tak' care. 
Thou now has got thy Daddy's chair, 
Nae hand-cuflF'd, muzzl'4, hafF-fhackl'd Regent^ 
But, like himfel', a full free agent. 
Be fure ye follow out the plan ] 

Nae waur than he did, honeft man ! 
As muckle better as you can. 
January i, 1789. 
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PROLOGUE, 



Spoken by Mr. Woods on bis Benefit nighty 
Monday^ i6tb Aprll^ ^1^1* 



WHEN by a generous Public's kind 
acclaim. 
That d||refl meed is granted — ^honeft fame ; 
When here your favour is the a£lor\ lot. 
Nor even the man in private life forgot ; 
What breaft fo dead to heav'nly Virtue's glow. 
But heaves impajBion'd with the grateful throe* 



Poor is the tafk to pleafe a barb'rous throng, 
It needs no Siddons' powers in Southern's fong ; 
But here an ancient nation fam'd afar, 
For genius, learning high, as great in war — 
Hail, Caledonia, name for ever dear ! 
Before whofe fons I'm honour'd to appear ! 
Where every fcience — every nobler art — 
That can inform the mind, or mend the heart, 
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Is known ; as grateful nations oft have found 
Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound. 
Philofophy, no idle pedant dream, 
Here holds her fearch by heaven-taught Rea- 

fon's beam ; 
Here Hiftory paints, with elegance and force. 
The tide of Empire's fludluating courfe ; 
Here Douglas forms wild Shakefpeare into 

plan. 
And Harley * roufes all the god in mao. 
When well-form'd tafte, and fparl^ng wit 

unite. 
With manly lore, or female beauty bright, 
(Beauty, where faultlefs fymmetry and grace. 
Can only charm us in the feccMid place,) 
Witnefs my heart, how oft with panting fear. 
As on this night, P ve njiet thefe judges here ! 
But ftill the hope Experience taught to live. 
Equal to judge — ^you're candid to forgive. 
No hundred-headed Riot here we meet. 
With decency and law beneath his feet ; 
Nor Infolence aflumes fair Freedom's name ; 
Like Caledonians, you applaud or blame. 

* The Man of Feeling, wrote by Mn M*Kenzie. 
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O thou, dread Power ! whofe empire-giving 

hand 

Has oft been ftretch'd to fhield the honoured 

land ! 
Strong may fhe glow with all her ancient fire ; 

May every fon be worthy of his fire ; 

Firm may fhe rife with generous difdain 

At Tyranny's, or direr Pleafure's chain ; 

Still felf-dependent in her native fhore. 

Bold may fhe brave grim Danger's loudefl 

roar. 
Till Fate the curtain drops on worlds to be 

no more. 



ON MISS J. SCOTT, 



OF AYR. 



OH ! had each Scot of ancient times. 
Been, Jeany Scott, as thou art, 
The bravefl heart on Englifh ground, 
Had yielded like a coward. 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE INN AT 

CARRON. 

WE cam' na here to view your warks, 
In hopes to be mair wife, 
But only, left we gang to hell, 

It may be nae furprife : 
But whan we tirl'd at your door, 

Your porter dought na hear us ; 
Sae may, fhou'd we to hell's yetts come, 
Your billy Satan fair us ! 



LINES 

Wrote by Burns, while on bis death-bed^ to 
J — N R — K—N, Ayr/hire^ and forwarded 
to him immediately after the Poefs death. 

HE who of R — k—n fang, lies ftifF and 
dead, 
And a green graffy hillock hides his head ; 
Alas ! Alas ! a devilifh change indeed. 
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At a meeting of the Dumfriesfhire Volunteers, 
held to commemorate the anniverfary of 
Rodney's Vic5lory, April 12th, 1782, Burns 
was called upon for a Song, inftead of which 
he delivered the following lines extempore. 

INSTEAD of a fong, boys, Pll give you a 
toaft, 
Here's the memqry of thofe on the twelfth 

that we loft ; 
That we loft, did I fay, nay, by heav'n that we 

found. 
For their fame it fhall laft while the world 

goes round. 
The next in fucceflion, FU give you the King, 
Whoe'er wou'd betray him, on high may he 

fwing ; 
And here's the grand fabric, our free Confti- 

tution, 
. As built on the bafe of the great Revolution ; 
And longer with Politics, not to be cramm'd. 
Be Anarchy curs'd, and be Tyranny damn'd ; 
And who wou'd to Liberty e'er prove difloyal. 
May his fon be a hangman, and he his firft trial. 
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LINES 

Written and prefented to Mrs. Kemble, on 
feeing her in the CharaEter of Yarico — 
Dumfries Theatre^ 1794. 

KEMBLE, thou cur'ft my unbelief 
Of Mofes and his rod ; 
At Yarico*8 fweet notes of grief, 
The rock with tears had flow'd. 



LINES 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE IN A LADY*S POCKET- 
BOOK. 

GRANT me, indulgent heaven, that I 
may live 
To fee the mifcreants feel the pains they give ; 
Deal Freedom's facred treafures free as air. 
Till flavc and defpot be but things which were. 
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THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED 

TO ME, 



A SONG. 



WHEN January winds were blawing 
cauld, 
As to the north I bent my way, 
The darkfome night did me enfauld, 
I kend na where to lodge till day : 
By my good luck a lafs I met, 

Juft in the middle of my care, 
And kindly flie did me invite. 
To walk into a chamber fair. 



I bow'd fu' low to this fam' maid, 
And thank'd her for her courtefie ; 

I bow'd fu' low to this fair maid. 
And bad her mak' a bed for me : 

She made the bed both large and wide, 

Wi' her twa white hands flie fpread it down ; 



I: 
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he put the cup to her rofy lip, 
And drank, " Young man, now fleep ye 
found." 



She fnatch'd the candle in her hand, 

And frae my chamber went wi' fpeed ; 
But I caird her quickly back again. 

To lay fome mair beneath my head. 
A cod flie laid beneath my head. 

And ferved me with due refpec5l ; 
Syne to falute her wi' a kifs, 

I flang my arms about her neck. 

Hand afF your hands, young man, faid fhe, 

And dinna fae uncivil be ; 
Gif ye hae ony luve for me, 

O wrang na my virginity ! 
Her hair was like the links o' gowd, ^ 

Her teeth were like the ivory. 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine. 

The lafs that made the bed to me. 

I kifs'd her owre and owre again. 
And ay fhe wift na what to fay ; 
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I laid her ^tween me and the wa\ 
The laffie thought na lang till day. 

Her bofom was the driven fnaw, 
T wa drifted heaps fae fair to fee, 

Her limbs the polifliM marble ftane, 
The lafs that made the bed to me. 



•» • 



Upon the morrow when we raife, 

I thank'd her for her pourtefie ; 
But ay fhe figh'd and cry'd, " Alas ! 

" Alas ! young man, yeVe ruin'd me." 
I look'd her in her bonny face. 

While the tear ftood twinklin' in her e'e ; 
And faid, Sweet laffie dinna cry. 

Ye ay fhall mak' the bed to me. 

She took her mither's holland fheets, 

And made them a' in farks to me ; 
Blythe and merry may fhe be, 

The lafs that made the bed to me ; 
The braw lafs made the bed to me. 

The bonny lafs made the bed to me, 
V\\ ne'er forfake till the day I die, 

The lafs that made the bed to me. 
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ON A BANK OF. FLOWERS, 



ON a bank of flowers one fummer's day. 
For fummer lightly drefs'd, 
The youthful blooming Nelly lay, 

With love and fleep opprefs'd. 
When Willy, wander'd thro' the wood. 

Who for her favour oft had fuM, 
He gaz'd, he wifhM, he f^ar'd, he blufh'd, 
And trembFd where he flood. 

Her clofed eyes, like weapons fheath'd. 

Were feal'd in foft repofe ; 
Her lips flill as fhe fragrant breath'd. 

It richer dy'd the rofe. 
The fpringing lilies fweetly prefs'd, 

Wild wanton kifsM her rival breaft ; 
He gazM, he wifh'd, he fearM, he blufh'd, 

His bofom ill at reft. 

Her robes, light waving in the breeze. 
Her tender limbs embrace. 
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Her lovely form, her native eafe. 

All harmony and grace. 
Tumultuous tides his pulfes roll, 

A flatt'ring ardent kifs he ftole ; 
He gaz'd, he wifh'd, he fear'd, he blufh'd, 

And figh'd his very foul. 



As flies the partridge from the brake, 

On fear infpired wings ; 
So Nelly ftartling half awake, 

Away affrighted fprings. 
But Willy followed as he fliould. 

He overtook her in the wood. 
He vowM, he pray'd, he found the maid 

Forgiving all and good. 
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LINES 



ADDRESSED TO 

MR. JOHN RANKEN, 

The p erf on to whom his Poem onjhoottng the 
Partridge is addrejfed^ while he occupied the 
Farm of Adamhill in Ayrfhire. 

AE day, as Death, that grufome carl, 
Was driving to the tither warP, 
. A mixie-maxie motely fquad. 
And mony a guilt-befpotted lad ; 
Black gowns of each denomination, 
And thieves of every rank and ftation. 
From him that wears the ftar and garter 
To him that wintles in a halter : 
Afham'd himfelf to fee the wretches. 
He mutters, glow'ring at the bitches,^ 
" By G-d rU not be feen behint them, 
" Nor 'mang the fp'ritual core prefent them. 
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" Without, at leaft ae honeft man, 

" To grace this damn'd infernal clan." 

By Adamhill a glance he threw, 

" L— d, G-d !'' quoth he, '' I have it how, 

" There's juft the man I want, in faith,'' 

And quickly Hopped Ranken's breath. 



VERSES 

Addrejfed to the above J. Ranken, on bis 
writing to the Poet, that a girl in that part 
of the country was with child by him. 

I AM a keeper of the law 
In fome fma' points, altho' not a'; 
Some people tell me gin I fa', 

Ae way or ither, 
The breaking of ae point, tho' fma', 

Breaks a' thegither. 

I hae been in for't ance or twice. 

And winna fay owre far for thrice. 

Yet never met with that furprife 

That broke my reft. 

But now a rumour's like to rife, 

A whaup's i' the neft. 
T 
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EPIGRAM 



ON 



' CAPT. FRANCIS GROSE, 

THE CELEBRATED ANTIQUARY. 

The following epigram^ written in a moment of 
fejlivity by Burns ^ was fo much relijhed by 
Grofe^ that he made itferve as an excufefof 
prolonging the convival occajion that gave it 
birth to a very late hour. 

THE Devil got notice that Grose vfas 
a-dying, 
So whip ! at the fummons, old Satan came flying ; 
But when he approached where poor Francis 

lay moaning, 
And faw each bed-pofl with its burden a- 

groaning,* 
Aftonifhed ! confounded ! cry'd Satan, by G-d, 
ni want 'im, ere I take fuch a d — — ble load. 

* Mr. Grofe was exceedingly corpulent, and ufed to rally him- 
felf, with the greateft good humour, on the fingular rotundity of 
his figure. 
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A G R A C E. 



— D, we thank an' thee adore 

For temporal gifts we little merit ; 
At prefent we will alk no more, 
Let William Hi/lop give tbefpirit. 



3E 



GRACE AFTER DINNER. 



O THOU, in whom we live and move. 
Who mad'ft the fea and fliore. 
Thy goodneft conftantly we prove, 
And grateful would adore. 



And if it pleafe thee, PoVr above. 
Still grant us with fuch ftore ; 
The Friend we truft ; the Fair we love ; 
And we defire no more 
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LINES 

Written on a window^ at the King*s Arms 

Tavern^ Dumfries. 

YE men of wit and wealth, why all this 
fneering 
'Gainft poor Excifemen ? give the caufe a 
hearing : 
What are your landlords rent-rolls ? taxing 
ledgers : 
What premiers, what ? even Monarchs 
mighty gaigers : 
Nay, what are priefts ? thofe feeming godly 
.wifemen : 
What are they pray ? but fpiritual Excifemen. 



LINES 

Written under the piElure of the celebrated 

Mifs Burns. 

CEASE, ye prudes, your envious railing. 
Lovely Burns has charms — confefs; 
True it is, fhe had one failing. 
Had ae woman ever lefs ? 
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SCOTS PROLOGUE, 



FOR MR. Sutherland's benefit night. 



Spoken at the Theatre Dumfries. 



WHAT needs this din about the town 
o' Lon'on ? 

How this new Play, and that new Sang is 

comin ? 
Why is outlandifh ftufF fae meikle courted ? 
Does Nonfenfe mend, like Brandy, when im- 
ported — 
Is there nae Poet, burning keen for Fame, 
Will bauldly try to gie us Plays at hame ? 
For Comedy abroad he need na toil, 
A Knave an' Fool are plants of ev'ry foil : 
Nor need he hunt as far as Rome or Greece, 
To gather matter for a ferious piece ; 
There's themes enow in Caledonian ftory. 
Wad fhew the Tragic Mufe in a' her glory. 
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Is there no daring Bard will rife and tell 

How glorious Wallace flood, how haplefs fell ? 

Where are the Mufes fled, that fliould produce 

A drama worthy of the name of Bruce ? 

How on this fpot he firfl unflieath'd the fword 

'Gainfl mighty England and her guilty Lord, 

And after many a bloody, deathlefs doing, 

Wrench'd his dear country from the jaws of 
Ruin! 

O ! for a Shakefpcare or an Otway fcenc. 

To paint the lovely haplefs Scottifli Queen ! 

Vain ev'n the omnipotence of Female charms, 

'Gainfl headlong, ruthlefs, mad Rebellion's 

arms. 

She fell — but fell with fpirit truly Roman, 

To glut that direfl foe, — a vengeful woman : 

A woman — tho' the phrafe may feem uncivil. 

As able — and as wicked as the devil! 



As ye have generous done, if a' the land 

Would take the Mufes' fervants by the hand. 

Not only hear — -but patronife — defend them. 

And where ye juftly can commend — commend 

them ; 



( IJI ) 

And aiblins when they winna (land the teft, 

• - 

Wink hard^ and fay, " The folks hae done 

their belt'' 
Wou'd a' the land do this, then PU be caition, 
Ye'll foon hae Poets o' the Scottifh nation. 
Will gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack. 
And warfle Time, and lay him on his back. 

For us and for our Stage, fliould ony fpier, 
" Whafe aught thae Chiels maks a' this buftle 

here r 
My beft 1^ foremoft, Pll fet up my brow. 
We have the honor to belong to you ! 
We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like. 
But, like guid mothers, fliore before ye ftrike ; 
And grateful ftill, I truft, ye'U ever find us : 
For gen'rous patronage, and meikle kindnefe, 
We've got frae a' profeffions, forts, an' ranks : 
God help us ! — we're but poor — ye'fe get but 

thanks! 



Letter accompanying the foregoing. 



Sir, 



I WAS much diiappointcd, my dear Sir, in 
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wanting your moft agreeable company yefter- 
day. However, I heartily pray for good 
weather next Sunday ; and whatever aerial 
Being has the guidance of the elements, may 
take any other half dozen of Sundays he pleafes, 
and clothe them with 

Vapours, and clouds, and ftorms, 

Until he terrify himfelf 

At combuftion of his own railing — 

I fhall fee you on Wednefday forenoon. 

In the greateft hurry, &c. 
Monday Morning. (Signed) R, B. 



EXTEMPORE. 

Written in anfwer to a Card from ah intimate 
of Burns', wi/hing him to fpend an hour at 
a Tavern with him. 

THE King's moft humble fervant, I 
• Can fcarcely fpare a minute ; 
But ni be wi' ye by an' bye ; 
Or elfe the Deil's be in it. 
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LINES 



Written on windows of the Globe Tavern^ 

Dumfries. * 



THE greybeard, old wifdom, may boaft 
of his treafures, 
Give me with gay folly to live ; 
I grant him his calm-blooded/ time-fettled 
pleafures, 
But folly has raptures to give. 



I MURDER hate by field or flood, 
Tho' glory's name may fcreen us ; 

In w^ars at hame Fll fpend my blood, 
Life-giving wars of Venus. 

U 
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* 

The deities that I adore. 

Are fecial Peace and Plenty, 

I'm better pleas'd to make one more^ 
Than be the death of twenty. 



My bottle is a holy pool. 

That heals the wounds o' care an' dool ; 

And pleafure is a wanton trout. 

An' ye drink it, ye'U find him out. 



In politics if thou would'ft mix. 
And mean thy fortunes be ; 

Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind. 
Let great folks hear and fee. 
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LETTER 



TO 



J S T — — T, GL-NC R. 

AULD comrade dear and brither finner, 
How's a' the folk about Gl — nc — r ; 
How do ye this blae eaftlin win', 

That's like to blaw a body blin' : 
For me my faculties are frozen, 

My deareft member nearly dozen'd : 
I've fent you here by Johnie Simfon, 
Twa fage Philbfophers to glimpfe on ! 
Smith, wi' his fympathetic feeling. 
An' Reid, to common fenfe appealing. 
Philofophers have fought an' wrangled, 
An' meikle Greek an' Latin mangled. 
Till with their Logic-jargon tir'd. 
An' in the depth of fcience mir'd. 
To common fenfe they now appeal. 
What wives an' wabfters fee an' feel ; 
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But, hark yc, friend, I charge you ftridlly, 
Perufe them an' return them quickly ; 
For now Fm grown fae curfed doufe, 
I pray an' ponder butt the houfe, 
My fhins, my lane, I there fit roaftin, 
Perufnig Bunyan, Brown and Bofton ; 
Till by an' by, if I baud on, 
I'll grunt a real Gofpel groan : 
Already I begin to try it. 
To caft my een up like a Pyet, 
When by the gun fhe tumbles o'er, 
Flutt'ring an' gafping in her gore : 

Sae fhortly you fhall fee me bright, 
A burning- an' a fhining light. 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Glen, 
The ace an' wale of honeft men ; 
When bending down with auld grey hairs. 
Beneath the load of years and cares. 
May he who made him ftill fupport him. 
An' views beyond the grave cqmfort him. 

His worthy fam'ly far and near, 
God blefs them a' wi' grace an' gear. 
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My auld fchool-fellow, Preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mafon Billie, 
An' Auchenbay, I wifh him joy ; 
If he's a parent, lafs or boy. 
May he be dad, and Meg the mither, 
Juft five and forty years thegither ! 
An' no forgetting wabfter Charlie, 
I'm tauld he offers very fairly, 
An' L~d, remember finging Sannock, 
Wi' hale-breeks, faxpence an' a bannock ; 
An' next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy, 
Since fhe is fitted to her fancy ; 
An' her kind ftars hae airted till her, 
A guid chiel wi' a pickle filler : 
My kindefl:, beft refpedls I fen' it. 
To coufin Kate an' fifter Janet, 
Tell them frae me, wi' chiel^ be cautious ; 
For, faith, they'll ablins fin' them fafhious : 
To grant a heart is fairly civil, 
But to grant a maidenhead's the devil ! 
An' laftly, Jamie, for yourfel. 
May guardian angels tak a fpell, 
An' fteer you feven miles fouth o' hell ; 
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But firft, before you fee heaven's glory. 
May ye get mony a merry ftory, 
Mony a laugh and mony a drink. 
An' ay eneugh o' needfu' clink. 

Now fare ye well, an' joy be wi' you. 
For my fake this I beg it o' you, 
Affift poor Simfon a' ye can, 
Ye'll fin' him juft an' honeft man : 
Sae I conclude and quat my chanter. 
Yours, faint or fmner, 

Rob the Ranter. 
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THE ANSWER, 



TO THE 



GUIDWIFE OF WAUCHOPE-HOUSE. 



GUIDWIFE, 

I MIND it weel in early date, 
When I was beardlefs, young and blate, 
An' firft couM thrafh the barn, 
Or hand a yokin at the pleugh, 
An' tho' fu' foughten fair eneugh, 
Yet unco proud to learn. 

/ 

When firft amang the yellow corn 

A man I reckoned was ; 
An' with the lave ilk merry morn 
Could rank my rig and lafs ; 

Still {hearing and clearing 
The tither ftooked raw ; 
With clavers and haivers 
Wearing the time awa': ^ 
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Ev'n then a wifh (I mind its powerj 
A wifh, that to my lateft hour 

Shall ftrongly heave my bread ; 
That I for poor auld Scotland's fake 
Some ufeful plan, or book could make, 

Or fmg a fang at leaft. 



The rough burr-thiftle fpreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, 
I turnM my weeding heuk afide. 
An' fpar'd the fymbol dear. 
No nation, no ftation 
My envy e'er could raife : 
A Scot ftill, but blot ftill, 
I knew no higher praife. 



But ftill the elements o' fang 

In formlefs jumble, right an' wrang. 

Wild floated in my brain ; 
Till on that hairft I faid before, 
^My partner in the merry core. 

She rous'd the forming ftrain. 
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I fee her yet, the fonfy quean, 
That lighted up my jingle ; 
Her pauky fmilej her kittle een, 
That gart my heart-ftrings tingle. 
.So touched, bewitched, 
I rav'd ay to myfel : 
But bafhing and dafhing, 
I kend na how to tell. 

Hale to the ffex, ilk guid chiel fays, 
Wi' merry dance in winter-days. 

An' we to fhare in common : 
The guft o' joy, the balm of woe. 
The faul o' life, the heav'n below. 

Is rapture-giving woman. 

Ye furly fumphs, who hate the name. 

Be mindfu' o' your mither : 

She, honeft woman, may think fhame 

lliat ye're connedled with her. 

Ye're wae men, ye're nae men. 

That flight the lovely dears : 

To fhame ye, difclaim ye, 

Ilk honefl birkie fwears. 

V 
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For you, na bred to barn and byre, 
Wha fweetly tune the Scottifh lyre,' 

Thanks to you for your line. 
The marled plaid ye kindly fpare. 
By me fhould gratefully be ware ; 

'Twad pleafe me to the Nine. 

rd be mair vauntie o' my hap, 
Doufe hingin o'er my curple. 
Than ony ermine ever lap. 
Or proud imperial purple. 

Farewell then, lang hale then, 
An' plenty be* your fa' : 
May lofles and crofles 
Ne'er at your hallan ca'. 

March, 1787. R. Burns. 
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Spoke extempore on a young Lady deftring hint 
to pull her afprig ofjloe-thorn to adorn her 
breaji. 

FROM the white bloffom'd floe my dear 
Chloe requefted, 
A fprig her fair breaft to adorn ; 
Nay, by heaven, faid I, may I periflx if ever 
I plant in your bofom a thorn. 



wlKm 



EPITAPH 



ON 



WALTER S 



SIC a reptile was Wat, 
Sic a mifcreant flave. 
That the worms ev'n d — — d him 

When laid in his grave. 
" In his flefli there's a famine,'^ 

A flarv'd reptile cries : 
" An' his heart is rank poifon,'' 
Another replies. 
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EPITAPH 



EXTEMPORE, 



On a per/on nicknamed the Marquis^ who 
defircd Burns to write one on him. 



HERE lies a mock Marquis whofe titles 
were Ihamm-d, 
If ever he rife, it will be to be d- 'd 



EPITAPH 



On J—n B y. Writer, D s: 




ERE lies J — n B y, boneji man 

Cheat him, Devil, if you can. 
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On being ajked^ why GOD had made Mifs 
DAVIS To little and Mrs. ***fo large. 



Written on m Pane of Glafs in the Inn at Moffat, 

ASK why God made the gem fo fmalf. 
An' why fo huge the granite ? 
Becaufe God meant mankind Ihould fet 
That higher value on it. 



NOTES. 

Here end the Poems in Stewart's Edition, 
which we have read from, and kept to the style 
and get up of same, except in the case of 
the opening Poem, The Jolly Beggars^ which 
is read with " The Lithographic Fac-Simile of 
that Cantata, from the Original Manuscript,^' 
because it is there complete. Stewart, and 
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many of his followers, omit the Recitativo com- 
mencing, " Poor Meny Andrew in the neuk ;'» 
and the seven verses of the Air, Tune — 
" Auld Sir Symon.'' Stewart's work is 
certainly not very accurately printed, but unless 
where there was a palpable grammatical or 
typographical error, we have adhered to his 
text, although many and great alterations have 
been made since his day upon it by modern- 
izing the spelling, and otherwise. In one page 
we can count 34 alterations in the shape of 
changes in spelling, punctuation, and substitution 
of words, &c 

In reference to the Answer to an Epistle 
from a Taylor^ the Editor of the " Contem- 
poraries of Burns, and the more recent Poets 
of Ayrshire," asserts and adduces proof that it 
was not written by Burns, but by William 
Simpson, Schoolmaster, Ochiltree, (Winsome 
Willie.) However, as it is given in Stewart's 
Edition, which we have re-printed, we could 
not omit it ; besides, it is inserted in several 
good Editions. Allan Cunningham has 
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copied it without any allusion to it not being 
written by Burns, although he omits the last 
five verses. 

In connection therewith we here insert the 
EPISTLE FROM A TAYLOR 

(THOMAS WALKER) TO 

ROBERT BURNS. 

which gave rise to the reply alluded to, and 
printed at page 103. 

•* What waefu' news is this I hear, 
Frae greeting I can scarce forbear, 
Folk tells me, ye're gaun afF this year. 

Out o'er the sea. 
And lasses wham ye lo'e sae dear 

Will greet for thee. 

" Weel wad I like war ye to stay. 
But Robin since ye will away, 
I ha'e a word yet mair to say, 

And maybe twa ; 
May He protect us night an' day. 

That made us a'. 

" Whar thou art gaun, keep mind frae me, 
Seek Him to bear thee companie, 



( i68 ) 

And, RobiiL, vkm je come to die, 

Ye'Il woD abooo. 

An* lire at peace an* unity 

Ayont tiie Tnoon. 

^ Some tell me, Rab, ye dinna fear 
To get a wean, an* curse an' swear, 
I*m unco wae, my lad, to hear 

O' dc a trade, 
Cou'd I persuade ye to forbear, 

I wad be glad. , 

" Fu* weel ye ken ye'll gang to beU, 
Gin ye perast in doin' ill — 
Waes me ! ye're hurlin' down the hill 

Withouten dread. 
An' ye'll get leave to swear your fill 

' After ye're dead. 

" There *, walth o' women ye'll get near. 
But gettin* weans ye will forbear, 
Ye'll never say, my bonnie dear 

Come, gie's a kiss — 
Nae kissing there — ^ye'll gim an' sneer. 

An' ither hiss. 

*' O Rab ! lay by thy foolish tricks. 

An' steer nae mair the female sex, 

Or some day ye'll come through the pricks, 

An' that ye'll see ; 
Ye'll fin' hard living wi' Auld Nicks ; 

I'm wae for thee. 

♦ In hell. 
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*• But what's this comes wP sic a knell, 

Amaist as loud as ony bell. 

While it does mak' my conscience tell 

Me what is true, 
I'm but a ragget cowt myseP, 

Owre sib to you ! 

*' We're owre like those wha think it fit, 
To stuff their noddles fu' o' wit. 
An' yet content in darkness sit, 

Wha shun the light, 
To let them see down to the pit. 

That lang dark night. 

*' But fareweel, Rab, I maun awa'. 
May he that made us keep us a'. 
For that wad be a dreadfu' fa' 

And hurt us sair, 
Lad, ye wad never mend ava, 

Sae, Rab, tak' care." 



The " Song, Written and Sung at a General 

fleeting of the Excise-Officers in Scotland'' 
age 1 08), better known as The DeiVs awa^ 
wP the Exciseman^ was published in a better 
form by the Poet himself in Johnson's Musical 
Museum in 1792, from which we give it as 
follows : — 

" The deil cam fiddlin' thro' the town. 
And danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman j 

w 



X 
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And ilka wife cries, anld Mahoon, 
I wish yoa lack o* the prize, man. 

CHORUS. 

** The dell'g awa' die dell's awa* 
The de'il's awa' wF th' Exciseman, 

He's danc'd awa' he's danc'd awa' 
He's danc'd awa' wi' th' Exciseman. 

" Well mak our maut and well brew our drink. 
Well laugh, sing, and rejoice, man ; 

And mony braw thanks to the meikle black deil. 
That danc'd awa' wi' th' Exciseman. 
The de'il's awa*, &c. 

** There's threesome reels, there's foursome reels. 
There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man. 

But the ae best dance e'er cam to the Land 
Was, the de'il's awa' wi' th' Exciseman. 
The de'il's awa', &c." 



We make no apology for here copyingj^ 

7>&^ GuiDwiFE <2/W AucHOPE-HousE, /o Robert 

Burns, the Ayrshire Bard. Feb. 1 787, 

which called forth his beautiful and character- 
istic reply, as given at page 159. 

" My canty, witty, rhyming ploughman, 
I hafflins doubt, it is na' true, man. 
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That ye between the stilts was bred, 

Wi' ploughmen school'd, wi' ploughmen fed. 

I doubt it sair, ye've drawn your knowledge 

Either frae grammar, school, or coUedge. 

Guid troth, your saul and body baith 

War' better fed, Pd gie my aith, 

Than theirs, who sup sour milk and parritch, 

An' bunmiil thro' the single caritch. 

Whaever heard the ploughman speak. 

Could tell gif Homer was a Greek ? 

He'd flee as soon upon a cudgel. 

As get a single line of Virgil. 

An' then sae slee ye crack your jokes 

O' Willie P— t and Charlie F— x. 

Our great men a' sae weel descrive, 

An' how to gar the nation thrive, 

Ane maist wad swear ye dwalt amang them. 

An' as ye saw them, sae ye sang them. 

But be ye ploughman, be ye peer, 

Ye are a flmny blade, I swear. 

An' tho' the cauld I ill can bide, 

Yet twenty miles, an' mair, I'd ride. 

O'er moss, an' muir, an' never grumble, 

Tho' my auld yad shou'd gae a stumble, 

To crack a winter-night wi' thee. 

An' hear thy sangs, an' sonnets slee. 

A guid saut herring, an' a cake 

Wi' sic a chiel a feast wad make. 

I'd rather scour your nmmiing yill, 

Or eat o' cheese and bread my fill, 

Than wi' dull lairds on turtle dine, 

An' ferlie at their wit and wine. 
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O, gif I kend but whare ye baide, 

I'd send to you a marled plaid ; 

'Tvad haud your shoulders warm and braw. 

An' douse at kirk, or market shaw. 

Far south, as weel as north, my lad, 

A' honest Scotsmen lo'e the maud. 

Right wae that we're sae far frae ither ; 

Yet proud I am to ca' ye brither. 

" Your most obed. E. S." 



In Holy Willie^ s Prayer^ the following verse 
(the sixth), which appears in after Editions, is 
wanting in Stewart's (i 8oi) " Poems ascribed 
to Burns," but given in Edition, 1802, viz. : — 

" O L— d thou kens what zeal I bear, 
When drinkers drink, and swearers swear. 
And singin' there, and dancin' here, 

Wi' great an' fma' ; 
For I am keepit by thy fear 

Free frae them a'." 



In the lines — eighth and tenth — of The 
Inventory : — 

" My LarC afore^s a gude auld has been, 
An' wight an' wilfu' a' his days been. 
My Lan* ah'm^s a weel gaun fillie, 
That aft has borne me hame frae Killie." 
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The italics are altered in several Editions to 
" Han' afore " and " Han' ahin'.'* Currie in 
his early Editions has Har^^ while in his later 
Editions it is rendered Lar^; and in several of the 
modern Editions the reading is Har^. Allan 
Cunningham has Lar^; Hogg & Motherwell 
have Lar^; Pickering has Lar^^ and Chambers 
has Har^. Regarding the expression, we have 
consulted several Farmers in our neighbour- 
hood, who all agree in saying, that although 
the term "Han' afore" is synonymous with 
" Lan' afore," and is often used, yet Lan^^ not 
Han^^ is the real and proper technical word. 



' In the Scots Prologue^ for Mr. Sutherland's 
benefit night, six lines have since been added 

to the second Stanza, which we first fall in 

with in " Cromek's Reliques," 1 8 1 o. : — 

" One Douglas lives in Home's immortal page, 
But Douglases were heroes every age : 
And tho' your fathers, prodigal of life, 
A Douglas followed to the martial strife, 
Perhaps if bowls row right, and right succeeds, 
Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads !" 
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The four lines at page 163, on A Sprig 
of Sloe-thorn^ were introduced into Stewart's 
volume by mistake. They are not by our bard. 
They form the first verse of a pretty English 
Song which appeared about the close of last 
century, and is still popular. 



Regarding the last Poem (of four lines) in 
Stewart's Volume, we have had some cor- 
respondence with William Douglas, Esquire, 
Edinburgh. He says, "This Epigram is 
generally printed thus: — 

' Ask why God made the gem so small. 

And why so huge the granite ? 
Because God meant mankind shovdd set 

The higher value on it.' 

*' Stewart has the last line, — 

* That higher value on it,' 

^' which is the real way, for I saw the Manu- 
script of the Poet in the hands of a friend who 
owned it. It is written in pencil on a lady's 
note-book. The correct words are : — 
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* Ask why God made the gem so small, 

V 

While huge He made the granite ? 
Because God meant mankind should set 
That higher value on it.' 

" I am not certain, however, if the word that^ 
for the^ is any improvement of the sense ; but 
the alteration in line second is surely an im- 
provement, for, as usually printed, there are two 
questions asked, and only one of these is 
answered ; besides, the answer is uncertain, as 
it may mean that the higher value is to be set 
either on the granite or the gem, — the answer 
does not say which. In the proper version, 
the only question is about the gem, and the 
only answer is about the gem/' 



Considering the altercation and great /^/^^;^r 
liade in " Notes and Queries,'' and elsewhere, 
anent ascribing to fiuRNS the authorship of 
the lately discovered Poem, To the Potato^ we 
here introduce it, although we confess our 
incredulity regarding its authorship. 
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70 THE POTATO. 

Guid e'en, my auld acquaintance cronie ! 
I'm glad to see thee bloom sae bonie ; 
Of fruits and flowers there are nae monie 

Can match wi' thee : 
I question much if there be onie, 

Mair dear to me. 

It's now twa months since ye've been wi' us : 
As soon's ye can come in and see us ; 
Ye'U banish poverty quite frae us, 

The time ye stay ; 
And trowth, I hope ye winna lea us 

Till Whitsunday. 

• 

I'll mak my braw young bouncing wench here 
Place thee upon a bowl or trencher 
Wi' floods o' milk as deep as Stinchar, 

To do thee credit ; 
I'll show thee fairly I'm nae flincher, 

When ance I've said it. 

Thou art the poor folks' bread and scone. 
And hungry meals ye gar stan yon' 
Frae me to him that fills the throne 

O happy Britain, 
Baith young and auld, man, wife, and wean, 

Ye baud them eating. 
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The following poems were first published 
in "Cromek's Reliques of Burns," (1808.) 



X 
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TO 



WILLIAM CREECH. 



I. 

AULD chuckie Reekie^ s * fair diftreft, 
Down droops her ance weel-bumifh't 
creft, 
Nae joy her boriie bufkit neft 

Can yield ava, 
Her darling bird that Ihe lo'es beft 

Willie's awa ! 



IL 

O Willie was a witty wight. 
And had o' things an unco'' flight ; 
Auld Reekie ay he keepit tight, 

And trig an' braw : 
But now they'll bufk her like a fright, 

Willie's awa ! 

* Edinburgh. 



(^79) 

III. 

The ftifFeft o' them a' he bowM, 
The bauldeft o' them a' he cow'd ; 
They durft nae mair than he allowM, 

That was a law : 
WeVe loft a birkie weel worth gowd, 

Willie's awa ! ^ 

iv; 

Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks and fools, 
Frae colleges and boarding fchools, 
May fprout like fimmer puddock-ftools 

In glen or fhaw ; 
He wha could brulh them down to mools, 

Willie's awa ! 

The brethren o' the Commerce-Chaumer * 
May mourn their lofs wi' 4oolfu' clamour y 
He was a didlionar and grammar 

Amang them a' ; 
I fear they'll now mak mony a ftammer, 

Willie's awa ! 

* The Chamber of Commerce of Edinburgh, of which Mr. 
C. was Secretary. 
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VI. 

Nae mair we fee his levee door 
Philofophers and Poets pour,* 
And toothy critics by the fcore, 

In bloody raw ! 
The adjutant o' a'* the core, 

Willie's awa ! 

VII. 

Now worthy G*****y's latin face, 
T****r's and G*********'s modeft grace ; 
M'K****e, S****t, fuch a brace 

As Rome ne'er faw ; 
They a' maun meet fome ither place, 

Willie's awa ! 

VIIL 

Poor Burns — e'en Scotch drink canna quicken. 
He cheeps like fome bewildered chicken, 
Scar'd frae its minnie and the cleckin 

By hoodie-craw ; 
Grief's gien his heart an unco kickin', 

Willie's awa ! 

* Many literary gentlemen were accuftomed to meet at Mr; 
C — 's houfe at breakfaft. Bums often met with them there, 
when he called, and hence the name of Levee, 
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IX, 

Now ev'ry four-mou'd girnin' blellum, 
And Calvin's fock, are fit to fell him ; 
And felf-conceited critic fkellum 

His quill may draw ; 
He wha could brawlie ward their bellum, 

Willie's awa ! 



X. 

Up wimpling (lately Tweed Pve fped, 
And Eden fcenes on cryftal Jed, 
And Ettrick banks now roaring red 

While tempefts blaw ; 
But every joy and pleafure's fled, 

Willie's awa ! 



XL 

May I be flander's common fpeech ; 
A' text for infamy to preach ; 
And laftly, flreekit out to bleach 

In winter Ihaw ; 
When I forget thee ! Willte Creech, 

Tho' far awa ! 
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XII. 

May never wicked fortune touzle him ! 
May never wicked men bamboozle him I 
Until a pow as auld's Methufalem ! 

He canty claw ! 
Then to the bleffed, New Jerufalem, 

Fleet wing awa ! 



ELEGY 



ON PEG NT C,H OLSON. 



PEG Nicholfon was a good bay mare. 
As ever trode on airn ; 
But now fhe's floating down the Nith, 
And paft the Mouth o' Cairn. 

Peg Nicholfon was a good bay mare, 
And rode thro' thick and thin ; 

But now fhe's floating down the Nith, 
And wanting even the fkin. 
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Peg Nicholfon was a good tthy mare, 

And ance (he bore a prieft ; 
But now Ihe's floating down the Nith, 

For Solway filh a feafl. 

Peg Nicholfon was a good bay mare, 
And the prieft he rode her fair : 

And much opprefled and bruifed fhe was ; 
As prieft-rid cattle are, &c. &c. 



LIBERTY. 

THEE, Caledonia, thy wild heaths 
among. 
Thee, famed for martial deed and facred fong, 

To thee I turn with fwimming eyes ; 
Where is that foul of freedom fled ? 
Immingled with the mighty dead ! 

Beneath that hallowed turf where Wallace 
lies ! 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death ! 
Ye babbling winds, in filence fweep ; 
Difturb not ye the hero's fleep. 
Nor give the coward fecret breath. — 
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Is this the powtf in freedom's war 

That wont to bid the battle rage ? 
Behold that eye which Ihot immortal hate, 

Crufhing the defpot's proudeft bearing, 
That arm which, nerved with thundering fate. 

Braved ufurpation's boldeft daring ! 
One quenched in darknefs like the fmking ftar. 
And one the palfied arm of tottering, power- 
lefs age. 



YE TRUE " LOYAL NATIVES." 



EXTEMPORE. 



YE true " Loyal Natives," attend to my 
fong. 
In uproar and riot rejoice the night long ; 
From envy and hatred your corps is exempt ; 
But where is your fhield from the darts of 
contempt ? • * 
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ELEGY 



ON THE 



DEATH OF ROBERT RUISSEAUX.'^ 



NOW Robin lies in his laft lair, 
He^l gabble rhyme, nor fmg nae mair, 
Cauld poverty, wi' hungry ftare, 

Nae mair fhall fear him ; 
Nor anxious fear, nor pankert care 

E'er mair come near him. 

To tell the truth, they feldom fafh't him. 
Except the moment that they crufh't him ; 
For fune as chance or fate had hufh't 'em 

Tho' e'er fae fliort. 
Then wi' a rhyme or fong he lalh't 'em, 

And thought it fport. — 

* RutJJeaux — a play on his own name. 
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Tho' he was bred to kintra wark, 

And counted was baith wight and ftark. 

Yet that was never Robin's mark 

To mak a man ; 
But tell him he was learn'd and dark, 

Ye roos'd him then ! * 



THERE'S NAETHIN LIKE THE 
HONEST NAPPY. 

THERE'S naethin like the honeft nappy ! 
Whaur'll ye e'er fee men fae happy. 
Or women fonfie, faft an' fappy, 

'Tween morn an' morn. 
As them wha like to tafte the drappie 

In glafs or horn. 

I've feen me daez't upon a time ; 
I fcarce could wink or fee a ftyme ; 
Juft ae hauf muchkin does me prime, 

Ought lefs is little, 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme 

As gleg's a whittle ! 

* Te roos^d —ye praisM, 



( i87 ) 



. THIRD EPISTLE 



TO 



J. L A P R A I K. 

Sept. iph^ ^7^5- 

GUID fpeed an' furder to you Johny, 
Guid health, hale hati's, an' weather 
bonie ; 
Now when ye're nickan down fu' cany 

The ftafF o' bread, 
May ye ne'er want a ftoup o' bran'y 

To clear your head. 

May Boreas never thrafh your rigs. 
Nor kick your rickles afF their legs, 
Sendin' the ftufF o'er muirs an' haggs 

Like drivin' wrack j 
But may the tapmaft grain that wags 

Come to the fack. 



I 
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I'm bizzie too, an' fkelpin' at it, 

But bitter, daudin fhowers hae wat it, 

Sae my auld ftumpie pen I gat it 

Wi' muckle wark, 
An' took my jodleleg * an' whatt it, 

Like ony dark. 

It's now twa month that I'm your debtor. 
For your braw, namelefs, datelefs letter, 
Abufm' me for harfh ill nature 

On holy men. 
While deil a hair yourfel ye're better. 

But mair profane. 

But let the kirk-folk ring their bells. 
Let's fing about our noble fels ; 
We'll cry nae jads frae heathen hills 

To help, or roofe us. 
But browfter wives f an' whifkie ftills. 

They are the mufes. 

* Jo&eleg — a knife. 

f Browjier wives — alehoufe wives. 



V 
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Your friendfhip fir, I winna quat it, 

An' if ye mak' objedlions at it, 

* • • /« 

^ Then han' in nieve fome day we'll knot it, 

An' witnefs take. 

An' when wi' Ufquebae we've wat it 

It winna break. 

But if the beaft and branks be fpar'd 
Till kye be gaun without the herd. 
An' a' the vittel in the yard. 

An' theekit right, 
I mean your ingle-fide to guard 

Ae winter night. 

Then mufe-infpirin' aqua-vitse 

Shall make us baith fae blythe an' witty, 

Till ye forget ye're auld an' gutty. 

An' be as canty 
As ye were nine year lefs than thretty. 

Sweet ane an' twenty ! 

But ftooks are cowpet * wi' the blaft. 
An' now the finn keeks in the weft, 

* Cowpet — Tumbled over. 
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Then I maun rin amang the reft 

An' quat my chanter ; 

Sae I fubfcribe myfel in hafte, 

Yours, Rab the Ranter. * 



* Rab the Ranter, — It is very probable that the poet thus 
named himfelf after the Border Piper, fo fpiritedly introduced in 
tlje popular fong of Maggie Lauder: — 

" For Tm a piper to my trade, 
My name is Rab the Ranter ; 
The lafTes loup as they were daft, 
When I blaw up my chanter.'* 



« 
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TO T H E 

REV. JOHN M'MATH, 

ENCLOSING A COPY OF HOLY WILLIE's 
PRAYER, WHICH HE HAD REQUESTED. 

Sept. lytb^ 1785. 

WHILE at the ftook the (hearers cow'r 
To fliun the bitter blaudin' Ihow'r, 
Or in gulravage * rinnin fcow'r 

To pafs the time, 
To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

My mufie, tir'd wi' mony a fonnet 

On gown, an' ban', an' doufe black bonnet. 

Is grown right eerie now fhe's done it, 

Left they ftiou'd blame her, 
An' roufe their holy thunder on it 

And anathem her. 

* Gulravage — Running in a confufed, diforderly manner, like 
boys when leaving fchool. 



% 
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I own 'twas rafh, an' rather hardy, 
That I, a fimple, count ra bardie, 
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack fae fturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me, 
Can eafy, wi^ a fmgle wordie, 

Lowfe h-11 upon me. 

But I gae mad at their grimaces. 
Their fighan, cantan, grace-proud faces. 
Their three-mile prayers, an hauf-mile graces, 

Their raxan confcience, 
Whafe greed, revenge, an' pride difgraces 

Waur nor their nonfenfe. 

There's Gaun^ * mifca't waur than a beaft, 
Wha has mair honor in his breaft 
Than mony fcores as guid's the prieft 

Wha fae abus't him. 
An' may a bard no crack his jeft 

What way they've ufe't him ? 

See him, f the poor man's friend in need. 
The gentleman in word an' deed, 

* Gavin Hamilton, Efq. 

t The poet has introduced the two firft lines of this fbnza 
into the dedication of his works to Mr. Hamilton. 
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An' fhall his fame an' honor bleed 

By worthlefs fkellums, 

An' not a mufe eredl her head 

To cowe the blellums ? 

O Pope, had I^ thy fatire's darts 
To gie the rafcals their deferts, 
I'd rip their rotten, hollow hearts. 

An' tell aloud 
Their jugglin' hocus-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 

God knows, I'm no the thing I fhou'd be, 
Nor am I even the thing I cou'd be. 
But twenty times, I rather wou'd be 

An atheilt clean. 
Than under gofpel colours hid be 

Juft for a fcreeri. 

An honeft man may like a glafs, 

An honeft man niay like a lafs. 

But mean revenge, an' malice faufe 

He'll ftill difdain, 

An' then cry zeal for gofpel laws. 

Like fome we ken. 
Z 
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They take religion in their mouth ; 
They talk o' mercy, grace an' truth, 
For what ? — to gie their malice fkouth 

On fome puir wight. 
An' hunt him down, o'er right an' ruth, 

• To ruin ftraight. 



All hail. Religion ! maid divine ! 
Pardon a mufe fae mean as mine. 
Who in her rough imperfect line 

Thus daurs to name thee ; 
To ftigmatize falfe friends of thine 

Can ne'er defame thee. 



Tho' blotch't an' foul wi' mony a ftain. 

An' far unworthy of thy train. 

With trembling voice I tune my ftrain 

To join with thofe. 
Who boldly dare thy caufe maintain 

In fpite of foes : 

In fpite o' crowds, in fpite o' mobs, 
In fpite of undermining jobs. 
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In fpite o' dark banditti ftabs 

At worth an' merit, 

By fcoundrels, even wi' holy robes, 

But hellifh fpyit. 

O Ayr, my dear, my native ground. 
Within thy prefbyterial bound 
A candid liberal band is found 

Of public teachers, 
As men, as chriftians too, renown'd, 

An' manly preachers. 

'■ Sir, in that circle you are nam'd ; 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ; 
An' fome, by whom your dodlrine's blam'd 

(Which gives you honor) 
Even Sir, by them your heart's efteem'd. 

An' winning manner. 

. Pardon this freedom I have ta'en. 
An' if impertinent I've been. 
Impute it not, good Sir, in ane 

Whafe heart ne'er wrang'd ye, 
But to his utmoft would befriend 

Ought that belang'd ye. 
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TO 



GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ^ 

MAUCHLINE. 

(rECOMMENPIN G A BOY.) 

Mofgaville^ May 3, 1736. 

I HOLD it, Sir, my bounden duty 
To warn you how that Mafter Tootie, 
Alias, Laird M'Gaun,* 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
'Bout whom ye fpak the tither day, 

An' wad hae done't afF han' : 
But left he learn the callan tricks. 

As faith I muckle doubt him, 

* Mafter Tootle then lived in Mauchline ; a dealer in Cows. 
It was his common pradice to cut the nicks or markings from 
the horns of cattle, to difguife their age. — He was an artful 
trick-contriving charadter ; hence he is called a Snick-drawer, 
In the Poet's *' Addrejs to the Dell" he ftyles that augufl: perfonage 
an auld^ fnlck-draivlng dog ! 
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Like fcrapiu' out auld Crummie's nicks, 
An' tellin' lies about them ; 
As lieve then Fd have then, 

Your clerkfhip he fhould fair, 
If fae be, ye may be 

Not fitted otherwhere. 



Altho' I fay't, he's gleg enough, 

An' bout a houfe that's rude an' rough. 

The boy might learn to /wear ; 
But then wi' you^ he'll be fae taught. 
An' get fic fair example ftraught, 

I hae na ony fear. 
Ye'U catechize him every quirk. 

An' fhore him weel wi' hell ; 

An' gar him follow to the kirk 

— Ay when ye gang your/el. 
' If ye then, maun be then 

Frae hame this comin Friday ; 
Then pleafe fir, to lea'e fir. 
The orders wi' your lady. 

My word of honor I hae gien, 

In Paifley John's, that night at e'en, 

To meet the WarlcTs worm ; 
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To try to get the twa to gree, 
An' name the airles * an' the fee, 

In legal mode an' form r 
I ken he weel a Snick can draw, 

When fimple bodies let him ; 
An' if a Devil be at a'. 

In faith he's fure to get him. 
To phrafe you an' praife you. 

Ye ken your Laureat fcorns^ : 
The pray'r ftill, you fhare ftill. 
Of grateful Minstrel Burns.. 



TO 



MR; M^A D A M, 

OF CRAIGEN-GILLAN, 

In anfwer to an obliging Letter he fent in the 
commencement of my poetic career.. 

SIR, o'er a gill I gat your card, 
I trow it made me proud ; 
See wha taks notice o' the bard ! 
I lap and cry'd fu' loud. 

* The Airles — Earneft Money, 
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Now deil-ma-care about their jaw. 
The fenfelefs, gawky million ; 

ril cock my nofe aboop them a', 
Tm rous'd by Craigen-Gillan ! 

'Twas noble, Sir ; 'twas like yourfel, 

To grant your high protection : 
A great man's fmile, ye ken fu' well, 
. Is ay a bleft infedlion. 

Tho', by his * banes wha in a tub 
Match'd Macedonian Sandy ! 

On my ain legs thro' dirt and dub, 
I independent ftand ay. — 

And when thofe legs to gude, warm kail, 
Wi' welcome canna bear me ; 

A lee dyke-fide, a fybow-tail. 
And barley-fcone fhall cheer me. 

Heaven fpare you lang to kifs the breath 

O' mony flow'ry fimmers ! 
And blefs your bonie lafles baith, 

I'm tald they're lo'efome kimmers ! 

* Diogenes. 
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And God blefs young Dunafkin's laird, 
The bloflbm of our gentry ! 

And may he wear an auld man's' beard, 
A credit to his country. 



T o 



CAPTAIN RIDDEL, 



GLENRIDDEL. 



(EXTEMPORE LINES ON RETURNING A NEWSFAPER.> 

EUiJland^ Mondaf Evening. 

YOUR news and review, Sir, I've read 
through and through, Sir, 
With little admiring or blaming : 
The papers are barren of home-news or foreign^ 
No murders or rapes worth the naming. 



( 20I ) 

Our friends the reviewers, thofe chippers and 
hewers, 

Are judges of mortar and ftone, Sir ; 
But of meet^ or unmeet^ in a fabric k complete^ 

Pll boldly pronounce they are none. Sir. 

My goofe-quill too rude is to tell all your 
goodnefs 
Beftow'd on your fervant, the Poet ; 
Would to God I had one like a beam of the 
fun, 
And then all the world, Sir, fhould Iqpow it ! 
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If envious buckies view wi' forrow 

Thy lengthenM days on this bleft morrow^ 

May defolation's lang teeth'd harrow, 

Nine miles an hour, 

* 
Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brunftane ftoure — 

But for thy friends, and they are-mony, 
Baith honeft men and laffes bonie, 
May couthie fortune, kmd and cannie, 

In focial glee, ^ 

Wi' mornings blythe and e'enings fun^ 

Blefs them and thee ! 

Fareweel, auld birkie ! Lord be near ye, 
And then the Deil he daurna fteer ye : 
Your friends ay love, your faes ay fear ye, 

For me, fliame fa' me, 
If neift my heart I dinna wear ye 

While Burns they.ca' me. 
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TO 



A LADY, 



WITH A PRESENT OF A PAIR OF DRINKING 

GLASSES. 



FAIR Emprefs of the Poet's foul, 
wAnd Queen of Poeteffes; 
Clarinda, take this little boon, 
This humble pair of glaffes. — 

And fill them high with generous juice. 

As generous as your mind ; 
And pledge me in the generous toaft — 

" The whole of human kind! " 

" To thofe who love us ! '' — fecond fill ; 

But not to thofe whom we love ; 
Left we love thofe who love not us ! 



A third — " to thee and me^ love ! " 
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TRAGIC FRAGMENT. 

" A LL devil as I am, a damned wretch^ 
^^ " A harden'd, ftubborn, unrepent- 

ing villain, 
" Still my heart melts at human wretchednefs ; 
" And with lincere tho' unavailing fighs, 
" I view the helplefs children of diftrefs. 
" With tears indignant I behold th* oppreflbr 
" Rejoicing in the honeft man's deftrudlion, 
" Whofe unfubmitting heart was all his crime; 
" Even you, ye helplefs crew, I pity you ; 
" Ye, whom the feeming good think fm to pity: 
" Ye poor, defpisM, abandoned vagabonds, 
" Whom vice, as ufual, has turned o'er to ruin. 
O, but for kind, tho' ill-requited friends, 
I had been driven forth like you forlorn, 
" The moft detefted, worthlefs wretch among 
"your 

The following Jive lines were afterwards 

added : — 

"O injured God! Thy goodnefs has endowed me 
" With talents pafling moft of my compeers. 
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" Which I in juft proportion have abufed 
" As far furpaffing other common villains, 
*' As Thou in natural parts hadft ^ven me 
" more." 



m» 




THE VOWELS. 

J 7 ALE. 

^WAS where the birch and founding^ 
thong are ply'd, 
The noify domicile of pedant pride ; 
Where ignorance her darkening vapour throws. 
And cruelty diredls the thickening blows ; 
Upon a time, Sir Abece the great, 
In all his pedagogic powers elate, 
His awful chair of ftate refolves to mount, 
And call the trembling vowels to account. — 

Firft enterM A, a grave, broad, folemn wight. 
But, ah ! deformM, difhoneft to the fight ! 
His twifted head lookM backward on his way. 
And flagrant from the fcourge he grunted, at ! 



( 207 ) 

Reludlant, E ftalk'd in ; with piteous race 

The juftling tears ran down his honeft face ! 
That name, that well-worn name, and all his 

own, 
Pale he furrenders at the tyrant's throne ! 
The Pedant ftifles keen the Roman found 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 
And next the title following clofe behind, 
He to the namelefs, ghaftly wretch aflignM. 

The cobweb'd gothic dome refounded, Y ! 
In fullen vengeance, I, difdain'd, reply : 
The pedant fwung his felon cudgel roun^^ 
And knocked the groaning vowel to the ground ! 

In rueful apprehenfion entered O, 
The wailing minftrel of defpairing woe ; 
Th' Inquifitor of Spain the moft expert, 
Might there have learnt new myfteries of his art ; 
So grim, deform'd, with horrors entering U, 
His deareft friend and brother fcarcely knew ! 

As trembling U flood flaring all aghafl. 
The pedant in his left hand clutchM him fafl, 
In helplefs infants' tears he dippM his right, 
Baptized him eu^ and kick'd him from his fight; 
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K ETCH. 



A LITTLE, upright, pert, tart, tripping 
wight, 
And ftill his precious felf his dear delight : 
Who loves his own fmart fhadow in the ftreets. 
Better than e'er the faireft fhe he meets. 
A man of fafliion too, he made his tour, 
LearnM vive la bagatelle^ et vive V amour ; 
So tfaveird monkies their grimace improve, 
Polifh their grin, nay, figh for ladies' love. 
Much fpecious lore, but little underflpod ; 
Veneering oft outfhines the folid wood : 
His folid fenfe — by inches you muft tell. 
But mete his cunning by the old Scots ell ; 
His meddling vanity, a bufy fiend. 
Still making work his felfifh craft muft mend. 
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An Extemporaneous Effufton on being ap- 
pointed to the Excife. 

SEARCHING auld wives' barrels 
Och, ho ! the day ! 
That clarty barm fhould ftain my laurels 5 

But — what'll ye fay ! 
Thefe muvin' things ca'd wives and weans . 
Wad muve the very hearts o' ftanes ! 



ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT 

OF LORD G. 



HAT doft thou in that manfion fair ? 

Flit G and find 

Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cav^, 
The pidlure of thy mind ! 




Bb 
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ON LORD G. 



NO Stewart art thou G 
The Stewarts all were brave ; 
Befides the Stewarts were h\xX.fools^ 
Not one of them a knave. 



ON THE SAME. 



RIGHT ran thy line, O G 



j[j Thro' many a far-fam'd fire ! 
So ran the far-fam'd Roman way, 
So ended in a mire. 



TO THE SAME, ON THE AUTHOR BEING 
THREATENED WITH HIS RESENTMENT. 



SPARE me thy vengeance, G 
In quiet let me live : 
I afk no kindnefs at thy hand. 
For thou haft none to give. 



21 I 



THE 



DEAN OF FACULTY. 



A NEW BALLAD. 



DIRE was the hate at old Harlaw, 
That Scot to Scot did carry ; 
And dire the difcord Langfide faw, 

For beauteous, haplefs Mary : 
But Scot with Scot ne'er met fo hot, 

Or were more in fury feen, Sir, 
Than 'twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job 
Who fliould be Facultfs Dean^ Sir. — 



This Hal for genius, wit, and lore, 
Among the firft was numbered ; 

But pious Boby 'mid learning's ftore, 
Commandment tenth remember'd. 

Yet fimple Bob the vidlory got, 
And wan his heart's defire ; 



Which fhews that heaven can boil the pot, 
Though tl^e devil p — s in the fire. — 
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Squire Hal befides had in this cafe 

Pretenfions rather brafly, * 
For talents to deferve a place 

Are qualifications faucy ; 
So their worfliips of the Faciulty, 

Quite fick of merit's rudenefs, 
Chofe one who fhould owe it all, d'ye fee. 

To their gratis grace and goodnefs. — 

As once on Pifgah purg'd was the fight 

Of a fon of Circumcifion, 
So may be, on this Pifgah height, 

Bob^s purblind, mental vifion : 
Nay, Bobbfs mouth may be open'd yet 

Till for eloquence you hail him. 
And fwear he has the Angel met 

That met the Afs of Balaam. — 

The following Jlan%a was afterwards 

added : — 

In your heretic fins may you live, and die, 

Ye heretic eight and thirty ! 
But accept, ye fublime Majority, 

My congratulations hearty. 



# . 
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With your Honours and a certain King, 
In your fervants this is ftriking — 

The more incapacity they bring, 
The more they're to your liking. 



EXTEMPORE 

IN THE COURT OF SESSION. 
LORD A TE. 

HE clenchM his pamphlets in his fift, 
He qu6ted and he hinted, 
Till in a declamation-mift. 

His argument he tint * it : 
He gaped for 't, he graped for 't. 

He fand it was awa, man ; 
But what his common fenfe came fhort, 
He eked it out wi' law, man. 

MR. ER— NE. 

' COLLECTED HARRY flood awee. 
Then open'd out his arm, man ; ' 
His lordfhip fat wi' ruefu' e'e, 

Aujd ey'd the gathering ftorm, man : ' 

* T/W— loft. 
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Like wind-driv'n hail it did allail. 
Or torrents owre a linn, man ; 

The Bench lae wife lift: up their eyes, 
Half-wauken'd wi' the din, man. 



On bearing that there ijuas falfebood in the 
Rev. Dr. B — "^s very looks. 

THAT there is falfehood in his looks 
I mnft and will deny : 
They fay their mafter is a knave — 
And fare thev do not lie. 



On a Schoolmajier in Cleijb ParHh^ Fifejbire. 

HERE lie WiUie M— hie's banes, 
O Satan, when ye tak him, 
Gie him the fchnlin of your weans ; 
For clever Deils he'll mak 'em ! 
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ADDRESS 



TO 



GENERAL DUMOURIER. 

(a parody on robin ADAIR.) 

YOU'RE welcome to Defpots, Du- 
mourier ; 
You're welcome to Defpots, Dumourier. — 
How does Dampiere do ? 
Aye, and Bournonville too ? 
Why did they not come along with you, Du- 
mourier ? 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier, — 
I will fight France with you, Dumourier : — 
I will fight France with you, 
I will take my chance with you ; 
By my foul I'll dance a dance with you, Du- 
mourier. * 

# 
Then let us fight about, Dumourier ; 

Then let us fight about, Dumourier ; 
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Then let us fight about, 

'Till freedom's fpark is out, 

Then we'll be d-mned no doubt — Duraourien* 



Written under the portrait of Ferguffon^ the 
poet^ in a copy of that author* s ivorks pre- 
fented to a young Lady in Kdinburgby 
March igth^ 1787. 

CURSE on ungrateful man, that can be 
pleas'd, 
And yet can ftarve the author of the pleafure. 
O thou my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my elder brother in the mufes. 
With tears I pity thy unhappy fate ! 
Why is the bard unpitied by the world. 
Yet has fo keen a relifh of its pleafures ? 

* It is almofl needlefs to obferve that the fong of Robin 
jidairy begins thus : — 

You're welcome to Pax<ton, Robin Adair ; 

You're welcome to Paxton, Robin Adair. — 

How does Johnny Mackcrell do ? 

Aye, and Luke Gardener too ? 

Why did he not come along with you, Robin Adair ? 
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The following four pieces first appeared in 
" Lockhart's Life of Burns," dated October, 
1829. They are not contained in the first 
Edition of that Work in Constable's Miscel- 
lany Series, 1828; nor in the Octavo Edition 
of same year. 



Cc 
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ON 



WILLIE CHALMERS. 



MADAM, 

WP braw new branks in mickle pride, 
And eke a braw new brechan. 
My Pegafus Pm got aftride, 
And up Parnaflus pechin ; 
Whiles owre a bufli wi' downward crufli^ 

The doited beaftie ftammers ; 

Then up he gets, and off he fets. 

For fake o' Willie Chalmers. 

I doubt na, lals, that weel-kenned name 

May coft a pair o' blufhes ; 
I am nae ftranger to your fame. 

Nor his warm-urged wifhes. 
Your bonie face fae mild and fweet 

His honeft heart enamours. 
And faith ye'U no be loft a whit, 

Tho' waired on Willie Chalmers.. 
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Aiild Truth herfeF might fwear ye're fair, 

And Honour fafely back her, 
And Modefly affume your air. 

And ne'er a ane miftak' her : 
And fic twa love-infpiring een. 

Might fire even holy Palmers ; 
Nae wonder then they've fatal been 

To honeft Willie Chalmers. 

I doubt na Fortune may you fhore 

Some mim-mou'd pouthered prieftie, 
Fu' lifted up wi' Hebrew lore. 

And band upon his breaftie ; 
But oh ! what fignifies to you 

His lexicons and grammars ; 
The feeling heart's the royal blue. 

And that's wi' Willie Chalmers. 

Some gapin' glowrin' countra laird. 

May warfle for your favour ; 
May claw his lug, and ftraik his beard. 

And hoft up fome palaver. 
My bonie maid, before ye wed 

Sic ckimfy-witted hammers, 
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Seek Heaven for help, and barefit Ikelp 
Awa' wi' Willie Chalmers. 



Forgive the Bard ! my fond regard 

For ane that fhares my bofom, 
Infpires my mufe to gie 'm his dues, 

For de'il a hair I roofe him. 
May powers aboon unite you foon, 

And frudlify your amours, — 
And every year come in mair dear 

To you alhd Willie Chalmers. 



ON AN EMPTY FELLOW. 



OF lordly acquaintance you boaft. 
And the dukes that you dined wi' 
yeftreen, 
Yet an infedl's an infedl at moft, 

Tho' it crawl on the curl of a queen. 
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ON THE KIRK OF LAMINGTON. 

m 

AS cauld a wind as ever blew ; 
A cauld kirk, and in 't but few ; 
As cauld a minifter's ever fpak ; 
Ye'fe a' be het or I come back. 



ON WILLIE STEWART. 

YOU 'RE welcome, Willie Stewart, 
You 're welcome, Willie Stewart, 
There 's ne'er a flower that blooms in May, 
That 's half fae welcome 's thou art. 

Come, bumpers high, exprefs your joy. 

The bowl we maun renew it ; 
The tappit-hen gae bring her ben. 

To welcome Willie Stewart. 

May foes be ftrang, and friends be flack. 

Ilk adlion may he rue it ; 
May woman on him turn her back. 

That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart. 
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The following Poems are collated from 
various Editions. Several of them first appeared 
in an Edition of Burns' Works, published by 
William Clark, London, 1831, " containing 
effusions which have hitherto appeared only in 
pamphlets or temporary publications." The 
'* Address of Beelzebub," which Allan Cun- 
ningham claims as being the first to print in 
an Edition of the Poet's Works, apjpears in 
Clark's Volume ; (it was, however, first pub- 
lished in the Edinburgh Magazine, 1 8 1 o.) He 
also claims two of the preceding Pieces which 
we have given from Lockhart. Hogg & 
Motherwell stand in a similar position in 
this respect. 

The " Fragment Inscribed to Fox " ap- 
peared originally in Currie's Edition, but 
wanting the last twelve lines, which were first 
published in Pickering's Edition of 1839, 
from the Poet's M.S. 
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FRAGMENT, 



INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. 



CHARLES JAMES FOX. 



HOW wifdom and folly meet, mix, and 
unite! 

How virtue and vice blend their black and their 
white ! 

How genius, th' illuftrious father of fi(flion. 

Confounds rule and law, reconciles contra- 
diction — 

I fmg: if thefe mortals, the critics, ftiould 
buftle, 

I care not, not I, let the critics go whittle. 



But now for a Patron, whofe name and 
• whofe glory 
At once may illuftrate and honour my ftory. 

Dd 



( ??6 ) 

Thou firft of our orators, firft of our wits ; 
Yet whofe parts and acquirements feem mere 

lucky hjts ; 
With knowledge fo vaft, and with judgment 

fo ftrong, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went far 

wrong ; 
With p^ffipns fo potpnt, aa4 fancies; fq bright, 
No man, with the half of 'em e'er went quite 

right, 
A forxy, poor, n^ifbegot fon of the Mufff, 
For ufmg thy name offers fifty excufes. 

Good L — d, what is man ! for as fimple he 

looks. 
Do but try to develope his hooks and his 

crooks : 
With his depths and his fhallows, his good and 

his evil. 
All in att he's a problem mufl puzzle the Devil. 

Ou hisi oflie rijiling paflTion Sir Pope hugely 
labours, 
Th^a^t, li|^ th' old ^ebrew wall^ingr^f^wttclj^ 
eats up its neighbours ; 
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Mankind are his fh6W bdk— a friend, would 

you know him ? 
Pull the ftring, ruling paffioti, the pid^ufe Will 

fhow him. 
What pityj in rearing fo beduteouis a fyfteiti^ 
One trifling particular, Truth^ fllDUld have 

niifs'd him ! 
For, in fpite of his fine theoretic pofitibns. 
Mankind is a fcience defies defimtiori&. 



Soriae fort all oiii* qualities each' to its ffilie, 
And think human nature they thily defcribe ; 
Have y6u found this or t'other ? there's more 

in the wind. 
As by one drunkeii felloW his cdmrad&' yoii U 

find. 
But fuch is the Biv^, o^ the deptli of ttie plan, 
Vn the tHake of that wohderfiil creat:iire, callM 

Man, 
No two virtues, Whitevdi' rdatioh they claim, 
Nor even two diff^erent fhades of tlie fame. 
Though like as waS ever twiii brother to 

brother, 
Poflefling the one fhall imply you've the other. 
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But truce with abftndioii, and truce i^th 

a mufe. 
Whole rhymes youTl perhaps. Sir, ne'er deign 

to penife: 
Will you leave your juftings, your jars, and 

your quarrels. 
Contending with Billy for proud-nodding 

laurels. 
My much-honoPd Patron, believe your poor 

Poet, 
Your courage much more than your prudence 

you ftiow it. 
In vain with Squire Billy for laurels yqu 

ftruggle, 
He'll have them by fair trade, if not, he will 

fmuggle ; 
Not cabinets even of kings would conceal 'em, 
He'd up the back-ftairs, and by G — he would 

Ileal 'em. 
Then feats like Squire Billy's you ne'er can 

achieve 'em. 
It is not, outdo him, the tafk is, out thieve 

him. 
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ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB 



TO THE 



RIGHT HONOURABLE 



THE 



EARL OF B 



# # # # 



June I, anno mundiy 5790. 

LONG life, my Lord, and health be 
yours, 
Unlkaith'd by hungered Highland boors ! 
Lord grant, nae duddie, defperate beggar, 
Wi' durk, claymore, or rufty trigger. 
May twin auld Scotland o' a life 
She likes — as Butchers like a Knife ! 

Faith, you and A****s were right 
To keep the Highland hounds in fight ! 
I doubt na they wad bide nae better 
Than let them ance out owre the water ; 



! ^3^ ) 

Then up amang thae lakes and fcas ' 
Thejr'll mak what rules and laws they pteafe. 
Some daring Hancocke, or a Franklin, 
May fet their Highland blude a-ranklin ; 
Some Waftiington again may head them. 
Or fome Montgomery, fearlels, lead them ; 
Till God knows what may be effected. 
When by fuch heads and hearts directed : — 
Poor dunghill fons o' dirt and mire. 
May to Patrician rights afpire ! 
Nae fage North, now, nor fager Sackville, 
To watch and premier owre the pack vile ! 
And whare will ye get Howes and Clintons . 
To bring them to a right repentance ? 
To cowe the rebel generation. 
And fave the Honour o' the nation ! 

They ! — they be d d ! what right hae 

they 
To meat, or fleep, or light o' day ? — 
Far lefs to riches, pow'r or freedom, 
But what your Lordfhips pleafe to gie them ! 

But hear, my Lord ! G**** hear ! 
Your Hand's owre light on them, I fear; 
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Your fadlors, grieves, truftees, and bailies, 
I canna fay but they do gailies ; 
They lay afide a' tender mercies, 
And tirl the hallions to the birfies ; 
Yet, while they're only poin'd and herriet. 
They'll keep their ftubborn. Highland fpirit. 
But fmafh them ! crafh them a' to fpails ! 
And rot the dyvors i' the jails ! 
The young dogs — fwinge them to the labour- 
Let wark and hunger mak them fober ! 
The hizzies, if they're oughtlins fauffont. 
Let them in Drury Lane be leffon'd ! 
And if the wives and dirty brats 
Come thiggan at your doors and yetts, 
FlafFan wi' duds, and grey wi' beas', 
Frightin awa your deucks and geefe — 
Get out a horfe^whip, or a jowler — 
The langeft thong, the fierceft growler — 
And gar the tatter'd gypfies pack, 
Wi' a' their baftards on their back ! 



Go on, my Lord ! I lang to meet you. 
And in my House at Hame to greet you ! 
Wi' common Lords ye fhanna mingle. 
The benmoft neuk befide the ingle. 



-J- 



At my right-hand affign'd your Icat, 
Twcen Herod'* hip and Polycratc : — 
Or, if you oo your ftatioo tarrow. 
Between Almagro and Pizarro ; 
A feat, Pm fure ye're weel deferrin't ; 
And till ye come — ^your humble fervant, 

BeelzebuBw 



TO MISS AINSLIE, WHILE LOOKING 
FOR A TEXT AT CHURCH. 



FAIR maid, you need not take the hint. 
Nor idle texts purfue ; 
'Twas guilty finners that he meant- 
Not angels fuch as you. 



( ^33 ) 



EPITAPH 



ON 



MISS JESSY LEWARS. 

This young lady, complaining of fome (light indifpofition, Burns 
told her he fhould take care to prepare an Epitaph, in cafe of 
the worft. On her getting well, he added an Epigram to 
the Epitaph. 

AY, fages, what's the charm on earth, 
Can turn death's dart afide ? 
It is not purity and worth, 
Elfe Jefly had not died. 




ON HER RECOVi 



m 



BUT rarely feen fince Nature's birth, 
The natives of the Iky ; 
Yet ftill one Seraph's left on earth, 

For Jefly did not die. 

Ee 
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LINES 

■ 

Written on a Window^ in Friar^s Carfe Her- 
mitage^ on the late Mr. RiddeWs Kftate. 

O Riddell, much lamented man ! 
This ivied cot was dear ; 
Reader, doft value matchlefs worth ? 
This ivied cot revere ! 




EPITAPH 

On a Country Laird^not quite fo wife as Solomon. 

BLESS Jefus Chrift, O C********^ 
WithfPkteful lifted eyes, 
Who faid that not xhtfout alone. 

But body too muft rife. 
For had he faid, " the foul alone 
" From death I will deliver,'' 
Alas, alas ! O C****^**% 

Then thou hadft flept for ever ! 
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LINES 



Writteti on the back of a Bank Note. 



^■■ 



WAE worth thy power, thou curfed 
leaf, 
Fell fource of a' my woe and grief; 
For lack o' thee Tve loft my lafs. 
For lack o' thee I fcrimp my glafs. 
I fee the children of affliction, 
Unaided through thy cursM reftridlion ; 
I've feen th' opprefTor's cruel fmile, 
Amid his haplefs vidlim's fpoil. 
And for thy potence vainly wifht. 
To crufh the villain in the ddB 
For lack o' thee, I leave this much loved fhore, 
Never perhaps to greet old Scotland more. 



\» 




"^"^■^■v',., 
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EPITAPH 



ON D 



HERE lies in earth a root of Hell^ 
Set by the Deil's ain dibble ; 
This worthlefs body damned himf^ 
To fave the Lord the trouble. 



FOR W. NICOL, 

One of the %ucb^rs of the Higbfcbool of 

^ Edinburgh. 



YE maggots, feed on Nicol's brain. 
For few fic feafts you've gotten ; 
And fix your claws in NicoPs heart, 
For deil a bite o't's rotten. 
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EPIGRAM 



ON 



WHEN ******^ deceafed, to theElevil 
went down, 
'Twas nothing would ferve him but Satan's 

own crown ; 
Thy fool's head, quoth Satan, that crown fhall 

wear never, 
I grant thou'rt as wicked, but not quite fo 
clever. 



E PI T AJPH 



% 



ON GABRIEL RICHARDSON. 



HERE brewer Gabriers fire's extindl, 
And empty all his barrels : 
He's bleft — if as he brew'd he drink — 
In upright lioneft morals. 
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LINES 

ON FERGUSSON. 

ILL-FATED genius ! Heaven-taught 
Ferguflbn ! 

What heart that feels and will not yield a 
tear, 
To think life's fun did fet ere well begun 

To fhed its influence on thy bright careerr 
Oh, why fhould trueft worth and genius pine 

Beneath the' iron grafp of Want and Woe, 
While titled knaves and idiot greatnefs fliine 

In all the fplendour Fortune can beftow ! 



# 



THI^TOAST. 

FILL me with the rofy wine, 
Call a toaft — a toaft divine ; 
Give the poet's darling flame. 
Lovely Jefly be the name ; 
Then thou mayefl: freely boaft 
Thou haft given a peerlefs toaft. 
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XHE FAREWELL. 

The valiant^ in himfelf^ what can hefuffer P 
Or what does he regard his Jingle woes P 
But ivhen^ alas / he multiplies himfelf^ 
To dearer felvesy to the lov^d tender fair^ 
To thofe whofe blifs^ whofe beings hang upon him^ 
To helplefs children ! then^ then ! he feels 
The point of miferyfeJPring in his hearty 
And weakly weeps his fortune like a coward, 
Such^fuch am I ! undone ! 

Thomson's Edward and Eleanoela. 



FAREWELLjOld Scotia's bleak domains, 
Far dearer than the torrid plains 

Where rich ananas blow ! 
Farewell, a mother's bleflin^dear ! 
A brother's figh ! a fifter's tear ! 

My Jean's heart-rending throe ! 
Farewell, my Befs ! tho' thou'rt bereft 

Of my parental care ; 
A faithful brother I have left. 

My part in him thou'lt fhare, 
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Adieu too, to you too, 

My Smith *, my bofom frien* ; 
When kindly you mind me, 

O then befriend my Jean ! 

What burfting anguifh tears my heart I 
From thee, my Jeany, muft I part ! 

Thou, weeping, anfw'reft no ! 
Alas ! misfortune ftares my face. 
And points to ruin and difgrace, 

I for thy fake muft go ! 
Thee Hamilton, and Aiken dear,, 

A grateful, warm adieu ! 
I, with a much indebted tear. 

Shall ftill remember you ! 
All-hail then, the gale then. 

Wafts me from thee, dear fhore ! 

•-. 

It ruftles, and whiftles 
ril never fee thee more ! 



James Smith, Merchant, Mauchline. 



( 241 ) 



LAMENT 



Written when the Author was about to leave 

his Native Country. 



O'ER the mift-ftirouded clifFs of the lone 
mountain ftraying, 
"Where the wild winds of winter inceflantly 
rave, 
What woes wring my heart while intently 
furveying 
The ftorm's gloomy path on the breaft of 
the wave. 



Ye foam-crefted billows, allow me to wail, 

Ere ye tofs me afar from my lov'd native 

ftiore; 

Where the flower which bloomed fweeteft in 

Coila's green vale. 

The pride of my bofom, my Mary's no 

more. 

Ff * 
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No more by the banks of the ftreamlet we'll 
wander. 
And fmile at the moon's rimpled face in the 
wave ; 
No more fhall my arms cling with fondnefs 
around her. 
For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on 
her grave. 

No more fhall the foft thrill of love wann ray 
breaft, 
I hafte with the ftorm to a far diftant fhore ; 
Where unknown, unlamented, my afhes fhall 
refl. 
And joy fhall revifit my bofom no more. 



•t J 



• .J 



I 
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WRITTEN IN AN ENVELOPE, 



ENCLOSING A LETTER TO 



CAPTAIN GROSE, 



KEN ye ought o' Captain Grofe ? 
Igo and ago, 
If he 's amang his friends or foes ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abra'm's bofom gane ? 

Igo and ago, 
Or handing Sarah by the wame ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he fouth, or is he north ? 

Igo and ago. 
Or drowned in the river Forth ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 
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Is he flain by Highlan' bodies ? 

Igo and ago, 
And eaten like a wether haggis ? 

I ram, coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ; 

Igo and ago. 
As for the deil, he daiirna fteer him 

I ram, coram, dago. 

But pleafe tranfmit the encloled letter, 

Igo and ago. 
Which will oblige your humble debtor, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye hae auld ftanes in ftore, 

Igo and ago, 
The very ftanes that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye get in glad poffeffion, 

Igo and ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 
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ON THE 



DEATH 



OF A 



FAVOURITE CHILD. 



O SWEET be thy fleep in the land of 
the grave, 
My dear little angel, for ever, 
For ever, — Oh no ! let not man be a flave. 
His hopes from exiftence to fever. 

Though cauld be the clay, where thou pil- 
lows't thy head. 

In the dark filent manfions of forrow. 
The fpring fhall return to thy low narrow bed. 

Like the beam of the day-ftar to morrow. 

The flower flcm fhall bloom like thy fweet 
Seraph form. 
Ere the fpoiler had nipt thee in blofTom, 
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When thou ftirunk frae the fcowl of the loud 
winter ftorm, 
And neftlcd thee clofe to that boibm. 

Oh ftill I behold thee, all lovely in death, 
Reclined on the lap of thy mother, 

When the tear trickled bright, when the fhort 
ftifled breath, 
Told how dear ye were aye to each other. 

My child, thou art gone to the home of thy 
reft. 
Where fufFering no longer can harm thee. 
Where the fongs of the good, where the 
hymns of the bleft. 
Through an endlefs exiftence fhall charm 
thee. 

While he, thy fond parent, muft fighing fo- 
journ. 
Through the dire, defert' regions of forrow, 
0*er the hope and misfortune of being to 
mourn. 
And figh for this life's lateft morrow. 



•( H7 ) 



TO CHLORIS. 




IS Friendfhip's pledge, my young, fair 
friend, 
Nor thou the gift refufe. 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 
The moralizing Mufe. 

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms, 

Muft bid the world adieu, 
(A world 'gainft peace in conftant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 

Since, thy gay morn of life o'ercaft. 

Chill came the tempeft's lour ; 
(And ne'er misfortune's eaftern blaft 

Did nip a fairer flower.) 

Since life's gay fcenes muft charm no more, 

Still much is left behind ; 
Still nobler wealth haft thou in ftore, 

The comforts of the mind ; 
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Thine is the felf-approving glow, 

On confcious honour's part ; 
And, deareft gift of heaven below. 

Thine friendfhip's trueft heart. 

The joys refin*d of fenfe and tafte. 

With every mufe to rove : 
And doubly were the poet bleft 

Thefe joys could he improve. 

^ ♦ # # # ♦ 

Une bagatelle de Pamitie. 

CoiLA. 



VERSE 

Written on a Pane of Glafs^ on the occajion of a 
National Thankf giving for a Naval Vidiory. 

YE hypocrites ! are thefe your pranks ? 
To murder men, and gie God 
thanks ! ^ 
For fhame ! gie o'er — proceed no further — 
God won't accept your thanks for murther ! 
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DELI 



AN ODE. 

FAIR the face of orient day, 
Fair the tints of opening rofe ; 
But fairer ftill my Delia dawns, 
More lovely far her beauty blows. 

Sweet the lark's wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 
But, Delia, more delightful ftill 
Steal thine accents on mine ear. 

The flower-enamour'd bufy bee 
The rofy banquet loves to fip ; 
Sweet the ftreamlet's limpid lapfe 
To the fun-brown'd Arab's lip ; 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 

Let me, no vagrant infedl, rove ! 

O let me fteal one liquid kifs ! 

For oh ! my foul is parch'd with love ! 

Gg 
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VERSES 

Addrejjed to the Landlady of the Inn at 

RoJJlyn. 

MY blcffings on you, fonfie wife ; 
I ne'er was here before ; 
YouVe gi*en us walth for horn and knife, 
Nae lieart could wifli for more. 

Heaven keep you free frae care and ftrife. 

Till far ayont fourfcore ; 
And, while I toddle on through life, 

ni ne'er gang by your door. 



A FAREWELL. 

FAREWELL, dear Friend! may guid 
luck hit you ! 
And 'mang her favourites admit you ! 
If e'er Detradlion fhore to fmit you, 

May nane believe him ! 
And ony De'il that thinks to get you, 

Good Lord deceive him. 
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TO CLARINDA. 



•B 



/ 



EFORE I faw Clarinda's face, 
My heart was blithe and gay, 
Free as the wind, or feathered race 
That hop from fpray to fpray. 



But now dejedled I appear, 

Clarinda proves unkind ; 
I, fighing, drop the filent tear, 

But no reUef can find. 

In plaintive notes my tale rehearfes 
When I the fair have found ; 

On every tree appear my verfes 
That to her praife refound. 

But fhe, ungrateful, fhuns my fight. 

My faithful love difdains. 
My vows and tears her fcorn excite — 

Another happy reigns. 

Ah, though my looks betray, 

I envy your fuccefs ; 
Yet love to friendfhip fhall give way, 

I cannot wifh it lefs. 
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FRAGMENT. 



NOW health forfakes that angel face, 
Nae mair my Dearie fmiles ; ^ 
Pale ficknefs withers ilka grace, 
And a* my hopes beguiles. 

The cruel powers rejedl the prayer 

I hourly mak for thee ; 
Ye Heavens, how great is my defpair. 

How can I fee him die ! 



INNOCENCE. 



Innocence 



Looks gaily-fmiling on ; while rofy pleafure 
Hides young defire amid her flowery wreath, 
And pours her cup luxuriant ; mantling high 
The fparkling heavenly vintage. Love and 
Blifs ! 
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ADAM A S PRAYER. 



GUbE pity me, becaufe Fm little, 
For though I am an elf o' mettle, 
And can, like ony wabfter's fhuttle. 

Jink there or here ; 
Yet, fcarce as lang's a guid kail whittle, 

Pm unco queer. 

And now thou kens our waefu' cafe. 
For Geordie's jurr * we're in difgrace, 
Becaufe we've ftang'd her through the place. 

And hurt her fpleuchan, 
For which we daurna fhow our face 

Within the clachan. ^ 

And now we're dem'd in glens and hollows. 
And hunted as was William Wallace,^ 

* " Jurr " is in the weft of Scotland a colloquial term for 
"journeyman,*' and is often applied to defignate a fervant of 
either fex. 
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Wi' conflables, thofe blackguard fallows. 

And fodgers baith ; 

But gude preferve us frae the gallows. 

That fhamefu* death ! 

Auld, grim, black-bearded Geordie's fel. 
Oh, fhake him o'er the mouth o* hell, 
There let him hing, and foar, and yell, 

Wi' hideous din. 
And if he offers to rebel, 

Juft heave him in. 

When Death comes in, wi' glimmering blink. 
And tips auld drunken Nanfe * the wink. 
May Hornie gie her doup a clink 

. Ahint his yett, 
And fill her up wi' brimftone drink, 

Red, reeking, het. 

There 's Jockie and the haveril Jenny ,f 
Some devils feize them in a hurry, 
And waff them in the infernal wherry 

Straught through the lake. 
And gic their hides a noble curry, 

Wi' oil of aik. 

* CtooKiioV wito. t Ooorvlic's fon and daughter. 
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9 
* 

As for the jurr, poor worthlefs body, 
She's got mifchief enough already ; 
Wi' flanged hips, and buttocks bluidy. 

She's fufFer'd fair ; 
But may fhe win tie in a woodie. 

If fhe whore inair. 



EPITAPH 

ON TAM THE CHAPMAN. 

Tarn the Chapman was a Mr. Kennedy, a travelling agent for a 
commercial houfe. The following lines were compofed on 
his recovery from a fevere illnefs: — 

AS Tarn the Chapman on a day 
Wi' Death forgathered by the way, 
Weel pleafed, he greets a wight fae famous. 
And Death was nae lefs pleafed wi' Thomas, 
Wha cheerfully lays down the pack. 
And there blaws up a hearty crack ; 
His focial, friendly, honefl heart 
Sae tickled Death, they couldna part : 
Sae, after viewing knives and garters. 
Death takes him hame to gie him quarters. 



_— 1 
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NATURE'S LAW. 



A POEM HUMBLY INSCRIBED 



T O G. H. E s Q^ 

Great nature fpoke^ obfervant man obeyed. 

Pope. 



LET Other heroes boaft their fears, 
The marks of fturt and ftrife ; 
And other Poets ling of wars. 
The plagues of human life ; 
Shame fa' the fun ; wi' fword and gun 

To flap mankind like .lumber ! 
I fmg his name and nobler fame, 
Wha multiplies our number. 

Great Nature fpoke, with air benign, 

' Go on, ye human race ! 

' This lower world I you refign ; 

' Be fruitful and increafe. 

Hh 



• • 



m 
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^ The liquid fire of ftrong defire 

' IVe pour'd it in each bolbm ; 
* Here, in this hand, does mankind ftand, 

' And there, is Beauty's bloflbm ! ' 

The Hero of thefe artlefs ftrains, 

A lowly Bard was he. 
Who fung his rhymes in Coila's plains 

With meikle mirth an' glee ; 
Kind Nature's care had given his fhare, 

Large, of the flaming current ; 
And, all devout, he never fought 

To flem the facred torrent. 

He felt the powerful, high behefl. 

Thrill, vital, thro' and thro' ; 
And fought a correfpondent breafl. 

To give obedience due : 
Propitious Powers fcreen'd the young flow'rs. 

From mildews of abortion ; 
And lo ! the Bard, a great reward, 

Has got a double portion ! 

Auld, cantie Coil may count the day. 
As annual it returns. 
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The third of Libra's equal fway, 

That gave another B[urns] 
With future rhymes, an' other times, 

To emulate his fire ; 
To fmg auld Coil in nobler ftyle 

With more poetic fire. 

Ye Powers of peace, and peaceful fong, 

Lx)ok: down with gracious eyes ; 
And blefs auld Coila, large and long. 

With multiplying joys, 
Lang may fhe ftand to prop the land. 

The flow'r of ancient nations ; 
And B[urn]'s fpring, her fame to fmg. 

To endlefs generations ! 



EPIGRAM ON A NOTED COXCOMB. 



LIGHT lay the earth on Billy's breaft. 
His chicken heart fo tender ; 
But build a caftle on his head, 
His fcull will prop it under. 
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O LEAVE NOVELS. 



O LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline belles, 
Ye're fafer at your fpinning wheel ; 
Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakifh rooks, like Rob Moffgiel. 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandifons, 
They make your youthful fancies reel. 

They heat your brains, and fire your veins, 
And then you're prey for Rob MoflgieL 

Beware a tongue that's fmoothly hung ; 

^ heart that warmly feems to feel ; 
That feeling heart but adls a part, 

Tis rakifli art in Rob Moffgiel. 

The frank addrefs, the foft carefs, 

Are worfe than poifon'd darts of fteel, 

The frank addrefs, and politeffe. 
Are all fineffe in Rob Moffgiel. 



( 26i ) 

A BOTTLE AND FRIEND. 

There^s nane thafs bleji of human ktnd^ 
But the cheerful and the gay^ man. 

Fal lal^ ^c. 

HERE'S a bottle and an honeft friend ! 
What wad ye wifh for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, before his life may end, 

What his fhare may be o' care man ? 
Then catch the moments as they fly, 

And ufe them as ye ought, man : — 
Believe me, happinefs is fhy. 

And comes not ay when fought, man. 



JOHNNY PEEP. 

HERE am I, Johnny Peep ; 
I faw three flieep. 
And thefe three flieep faw me ; 
Half-a-crown a-piece 
Will pay for their fleece. 

And fo Johnny Peep gets free. 
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TO A PAINTER. 



DEAR , rU gie ye fome advice, 
You Ml tak it no uncivil : 
You fhouldna paint at angels mair, 
But try and paint the devil. 

To paint an angePs kittle wark, 
Wi' auld Nick there 's lefs danger ; 

You Ml eafy draw a weel-kent face. 
But no fae weel a ftrangen 

R. B. 



ON 



COMMISSARY GOLDIE'S BRAINS. 



LORD, to account who dares thee call. 
Or e'er difpute thy pleafure ? 
Elfe why within fo thick a wall 
Enclofe fo poor a treafure ? 
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ON 



MISS JESSY LEWARS. 

TALK not to me of favages 
From Afric's burning fun, ^ 
No favage e'er could rend my heart, 
As, Jeffy, thou haft done. 

But Jeffy's lovely hand in mine, 

A mutual faith to plight. 
Not ev'n to view the Heavenly choir. 

Would be fo bleft a fight. 



/ 
ON BURNS'S . HORSE BEING 

IMPOUNDED. 

WAS e'er puir Poet fae befitted, 
The maifter drunk — the horfe 
committed : 
Puir harmlefs beaft ! tak thee nae care, 
Thou'lt be a horfe when he's nae mair (mayor.) 
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EXTEMPORE. 

PINNED TO A lady's COACH. 

F you rattle along like your miftrefe^s 

^ngue, 
You^peed will out-rival the dart : 
But, a fly for your load, you'll break down on 
the road, 
If your ftufF be as rotten's her heart. 




TO 



Mojfgiely 1786. 

SIR, 

YOURS this moment I unfeal. 
And faith Fm gay and hearty ! 
To tell the truth an' fhame the Deil 

I am as fu' as Bartie : 
But Foorfday, Sir, my promife leal, 

Expedl me o' your party. 
If on a beaflie I can fpeel. 

Or hurl in a cartie, R. B. 



( ^^5 ) 



V E R 



ON THE 

DESTRUCTION OF THE WOODS 

NEAR 

D R U M L A N R I G. 

\ 

AS on the banks of winding Nith, 
Ae bonie fimmer mora I ftray'd 
And marked its bonie holms and haughs, 
When linnets fang, and lammies playM. 

I fat me down upon a craig, 

And drank my fill o' fancy's dream, 

When, from the eddying deep below. 
Up rofe the Genius of the ftream. 

Dark as the frowning rock his brow. 

And curled as the wintry wave. 

And deep, as foughs the boding wind, 

Amang his caves, the ngh he gave. 

li 
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" And come ye here, my Son,'' he fays, 
" To wander in my broken fhade, 

*' To mufe fome favourite Scottifh theme, 
" To fing fome favourite Scottifh maid. 

s 

** There was a time, it's nae lang fyne, 
" Ye might hae feen me in my pride, 

" When a' my weel-clad banks could fee, 
" Their woody pidlure in my tide : 

" When fpreading beech and tapering elm, 
*' Shaded my ftreams fae clear and cool ; 

" And ftately oaks their twifted arms, 
" Threw broad and dark acrofs the pool : 

" When glimmering thro' the trees appear'd, 
/* Yon wee white Cot aboon the Mill, 

** And peacefu' raife its ingle reek, 
" That flowly curling clamb the hill. 

'* But now, the Cot is bare and cauld. 
The branchy fhelter loft and gane — 

" And twa-three ftinted bi|^s are left, 
" To fhiver in the blaft their lane." 
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i( 



Alas ! '' quoth I, " what ruefu' chance, 
" Has twin'd ye o' your bonie trees ; 
" Has laid your rocky bofom bare, 

" And ftript the claeding afF your braes ? 

^' Was it the bitter eaftern blaft, 

*' That fcatters blight in early fpring ? 

*' Or was't the wilfire chokM your boughs ? 
" Or canker worm wi' fecret fting ? '' 



C( 






Nae bitter blaft,'' the fp'rit replies, 
" It blaws nae here fae fierce and fell. 
And on my dry and wholfome banks, 
Nae canker worms get leave to dwell. 



" Man ! cruel Man ! '' the Genius figh'd, 

" As through the cliff he fank him down ; 
" The worm that gnaws my bonie trees, 
** That REPTILE wears a DUCAL crown r 



{ 268 ) 



IN VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE. 



IN vain would Prudence, with decorous 
fneer, 
Point out a cenfuring world, and bid me fear ; 
Above the worl'd on wings of love I rife, 
I know its worft — and can that worft defpife. 
* Wrong'd, injur'd, fhunnM, unpitied, unredreft; 
' The mockM quotation of the fcorner's jeft,' — 
Let Prudence' direft bodements on me fall, 
Clarinda, rich reward ! overpays them all ! 



WHEN CLOUDS IN SKIES, &c. 



WH1\N clouds in (kics do come to- 
gether 
To !\ide the brightnefs of the fun^ 
There will furely be lome pleafant weather 
When A* their tU>rms are part and gone. 
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THE NIGHT WAS STILL, &c. 

THE night was ftill, and o'er the hill 
The moon fhone on the caftle wa' ; 
The mavis fang, while dew-drops hang 

Around her on the caftle wa'. 
Sae merrily they danced the ring, 

Frae e'enin tilt the cock did craw ; 
And aye the o'erword o' the fpring, 
Was Irvine's bairns are bonie a'. 



TO M R. R E N T (y N, 

Of Lamerton^ near Berwick : 

YOUR billet, Sir, I grant receipt j 
Wi' you I'll canter ony gate. 
Though 'twere a trip to yon blue warl', 
Whare birkies march on burning marl : 
Then, Sir, God willing, I'll attend ye, 
And to his goodnefs I commend ye, 

R. Burns, 
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ON WINDOW AT STIRLING. 



HERE Stuarts once in glory reigned. 
And laws for Scotland's weel or- 
dained ; 
But now unroof 'd their palace ftands, 
Their fceptre 's fway'd by other hands ; 
The injured Stuart line is gone, 

A race outlandifli fills their throne ; 

» 

An idiot race, to honour loft ; 

Who know them beft defpife them moft* 



REPROOF FOR ABOVE, BY HIMSELF. 

RASH mortal, and flanderous Poet, thy 
name 
Shall no longer appear in the records of fame ; 
Doft not know that old Mansfield, who writes 

like the Bible, 
Slays the more 'tis a truth. Sir, the more 'tis a 
libel? 
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TO A POETASTER AT DUNSE, 



Who bad troubled him for an opinion on some 

^ Poetry of his. 




I. 



YMON Gray . 
You're dull to day. 

II. 

Dulnefs, with reboubled fway 

Has seized the wits of Symon Gray; 

III. 

Dear Symon Gray, 

The other day, 
. , When you fent me fome rhyme, 
I could not then juft afcertain 

Its worth, for want of time, 
But now to-day, good Mr. Gray, 






IVe read it o'er and o'er. 
Tried all my ikill, but find I'm ftiU 

Juft where I was befcHe. 
We auld wives' minions gie our 0[Hnions, 

Solicited or no ; 
TTien of its faults my honeft thoughts 

I'll give — ^and here they go. 



ON WINDOW OF CROSS-KEYS INN, 

FALKIRK. 



SOUND be his fleep and blythe his mom. 
That never did a laffie wrang ; 
Who poverty ne'er held in fcorn. 
For mifery ever tholed a pang. 
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KATHARINE J AFFRAY, 



THERE liv'd a lafs in yonder dale, 
And down in yonder glen, O ; 
And Katharine JafFray was her name, 
Weel known to many men, O, 

Out came the Lord of Lauderdale, 
Out frae the fouth countrie, O, 

All for to court this pretty maid, ^ 
Her bridegroom for to be, O. 

He's tell'd her father and mother baith. 

As I hear findry fay, O ; 
But he has na tell'd the lafs herfel 

Till on her wedding day, O. 

Then came the Laird o' Lochinton 

Out frae the Englifh border. 
All for to court this pretty maid, 
> All mounted in good order. 

Kk 
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EXTEMPORE 

ON SOME COMMEMORATiOKS OF THE 

POET THOMSON. 

[Enclofed in Letter to Mrs. Graham of FmUT, 0£L 1791.3 

DOST thou not rife, indignant Shade, 
And fmile wi' fpuming fcom. 
When they wha wad hae flaiVd thy life 
Thy fenfelefs turf adorn ! 

Helplefs, alane, thou clamb the brae, 

Wi* mickle, mickle toil. 
And claught th' unfading garland there. 

Thy fair-won, rightful fpoil. 

And wear it there ! and call aloud 

This axiom undoubted — 
Would thou hae nobles' patronage, 

" Firft learn to live without it ! '* 

To whom hae much, fliall yet be given. 

Is every great man's faith; 
But he the helplefs, needlefs wretch, 

Shall lofe the mite he hath. 
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O CAN YE LABOUR LEA, &c. 



OCAN ye labour lea, young man, 
An* can ye labour lea ; 
Gae back the gate ye cam' again, 
Ye'fe never fcom me. 

I fee'd a man at Martinmas, 

Wi' arle pennies three ; 
An' a' the faut I fan' wi' him. 

He couldna labour lea. 

The ftibble rig is eafy plough'd. 

The fallow land is free ; 
But wha wad keep the handlefe coof, 

That couldna labour lea ? 




( 276 ) 

TO CLARINDA. 

" "IP BURN, I burn, as when through 

" ripen'd corn, 
" By driving winds, the crackling flames are 

" borne ! " 
Now maddening, wild, I curfe that fatal night ; 
Now blefs the hour which charmM my guilty 

fight 
In vain the laws their feeble force oppofe ; 
Chain'd at his feet they groan. Love's van- 

quifh'd foes : 
In vain Religion meets my ihrinking eye ; 
I dare not combat — but I turn and fly : 
Confcience in vain upbraids the unhallow'd fire ; 
Love grafps its fcorpions — ftifled they expire ; 
Reafon drops headlong from his facred throne, 
Your dear idea reigns, and reigns alone : 
Each thought intoxicated homage yields. 
And riots wanton in forbidden fields ! 

By all on high adoring mortals know ! 
By all the confcious villian fears below ! 
By your dear felf ! — the lafl: great oath I fwear. 
Nor life nor foul was ever half fo dear ! 
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AT GLOBE TAVERN, DUMFRIES: 



On being compelled fo to officiate. 



BEFORE DINNER. 



OLORD, when hunger pinches fore, 
Do thou ftand us in ftead, 
And fend us from thy bounteous ftore 
A tup or wether head ! 

Amen. 



AFTER DINNER. 



OLORD, fince we have feafled thus, 
Which we fo little merit. 

Let Meg now take away the flelh. 
And Jock bring in the fpirit ! 

Amen. 
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TO MR. PETER STUART, 



PUBLISHER OF "THE STAR,'* LONDON. 



DEAR Peter, dear Peter, 
We poor fons of metre 
Are often negleckit, ye ken ; 
For inftance, your flieet, man, 
(Though glad Fm to fee't, man), 
I get it no ae day in ten. — R. B. 



INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET. 



THERE'S death in the cup— fae beware! 
Nay, more — there is danger in touch- 
ing; 
But wha can avoid the fell fnare ? 

The man and his wine's fae bewitching ! 
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TO MISS FONTENELLE, 

In a Favourite CharaSier. 

SWEET naivete of feature, 
Simple, wild, enchanting elf. 
Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 

Thou art adling but thyfelf. 
Wert thou awkward, ftifF, afFedled, 

Spuming nature, torturing art ; 
Loves and graces all rejedled. 
Then indeed thou'dft adl a part. 



IN DEFENCE OF A LADY : 
At Dalfwinton. 

HOW daur ye ca' me howlet-faced, 
Ye ugly glow'rin fpedlre ? 
My face was but the keekin' glafs — 
And there ye faw your pidlure. 






V 
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THERE CAME A PIPER, &a 

THERE came a piper out o' Fife, 
I watna what they ca'd him ; 
He play'd our coufin Kate a fpring. 

When fient a body bade himu 
And ay the mair he hotch'd an' blew, 
The mair that fhe forbade him. 



JENNY M'CRAW. 

JENNY M'CRAW, llie has ta'en to the 
heather, 
Say, was it the covenant carried her thither ; 
Jenny M'Craw to the mountains is gane. 
Their leagues and their covenants a* fhe has 

ta'en ; 
My head and my heart, now quo' fhe, are at reft. 
And as for the lave, let the deil do his bed. 
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WRITTEN IN THE 



HERMITAGE 



AT 




FRIARS-CARS E. 

[Another verfion at page 109 — (Edinburgh Edition vol.)] 

^HOU whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in ruflet weed, 
Be thou deckt in filken ftole. 
Grave thefe maxims on thy foul. 

Life is but a day at moft. 
Sprung from night, in darknefs loft ; 
Hope not funfliine every hour. 
Fear not clouds will always lower. 
Happinefs is but a name. 
Make content and eafe thy aim. 

LI 
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Ambition is a meteor gleam, 

Fame a reftlefs, airy dream ; 

Pleafures, infedls on the wing 

Round Peace, the tendereft flower of Spring ; 

Thofe that fip the dew alone. 

Make the butterflies thy own ; 

Thofe that would the bloom devour, 

Crufli the locufts, fave the flower. 

For the future be prepar'd. 

Guard, wherever thou canft guard. 

But thy utmoft duly done. 

Welcome what thou canfl not fliun : 

Keep the name of man in mind. 

And diflionour not thy kind. 

Reverence with lowly heart 

Him whofe wondrous work thou art ;. 

Keep His Goodnefs ftill in view. 

Thy truft — and thy example too. 

Stranger, go ! Heaven be thy guide ! 
Quod, the Beadfman on Nidfide. 
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THE BELLES OF MAUCHLINE. 



IN Mauchline there dwells fix proper young 
belles, 
The pride of the place and its neighbour- 
hood a' ; 
Their carriage and drefs, a ftranger would 
guefs, 
In Lon'on or Paris they'd gotten it a' : 

Mifs Miller is fine, Mifs Markland's divine, 

Mifs Smith {he has wit, and Mifs Betty is 
< braw : 

There's beauty and fortune to get wi' Mifs 
Morton, 
But Armour's the jewel for me o' them a'. 
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ONE NIGHT AS I DID WANDER. 



ONE night as I did wander. 
When com b^;ins to fhoot, 
I iat me down to ponder. 

Upon an auld tree-root : 
Auld Aire ran by before me. 
And bickered to the feas ; 
A cufhat crooded o'er me. 

That echoed through the braes. 



"THE TEARS I SHED. 



w 



No cold approach, no altered mien, 
Juft what would make fufpidon ftart . 
No paufe the dire extremes between. 

He made me bleft — and broke my heart ! 
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WHEN I THINK ON THE HAPPY 

DAYS. 



WHEN I think on the happy days 
I fpent wi' you, my dearie ; 
And now what lands between us lie, 
How can I be but eerie ! 

How flow ye move, ye heayy hours, 

As ye were wae and weary ! 
It was na fae ye glinted by 

When I was wi' my dearie. 



REPLY TO A REPROOF. 



LIKE ^fop's Lion, Burns fays, fore I 
feel 
All others' foorn — but damn that afs's heel. 
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THE WINTER IT IS PAST. 



A FRAGMENT. 



THE winter it is paft, and the fummer 
comes at laft, 
And the ftnall birds fmg on every tree ; 
Now every thing is glad, while I am very fad^ 
Since my true love is parted from me. 

The rofe upon the brier by the waters running 
clear, 
May have charms for the linnet and the bee ;• 
Their little loves are bleft, and their little hearts 
at reft, 
But my true love is parted from me. 

My love is like yon fun, whofe bright courfe 
is begun. 
And is conftant for ever and true ; 
While his love's like the moon that wanders up 
and down. 
Cold, comfortlefs, changing, untrue. 
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Oh! you that are in love, and cannot it 
remove — 
Oh ! I pity the pangs that you endure : 
Sad knowledge makes me know that your 
hearts are full of woe, — 
A woe that no mortal can cure. 



RUSTICITY'S UNGAINLY FORM. 



[Apologetic, to Mrs. Lawrie, Manfe, Newmills.] 



RUSTICITY'S ungainly form 
May cloud the higheft mind ; 
But when the heart is nobly warm. 
The good excufe will find. 



Propriety's cold, cautious rules 
Warm Fervour may overlook ; 

But fpare poor Senfibility 
The ungentle, harfti rebuke. 
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The following Poems first appeared in the 
ELdition of the Poet's Works Eklited by Allan 
Cunningham, 8 vols., i2mo. London, ^834. 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



MAJOR LOGAN. 



HAIL, thairm-infpirin', rattlin' Willie ! 
Though fortune's road be rough an' 
hilly 
To every fiddling, rhyming billie, 

We never heed, 
But take it like the unbacked filly, 

Proud o' her fpeed. 



When idly goavan whyles we faunter, 
Yirr, fancy barks, awa' we canter 
Uphill, down brae, till fome mifhanter. 

Some black bog-hole, 
Arrefts us, then the fcathe an' banter 

We're forced to thole. 
M m 
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Hale be your heart ! Hale be your fiddle ! 
Lang may your elbuck jink and diddle, 
To cheer you through the weary widdle 

O' this wild warP, 
Until you on a crummock driddle 

A gray hairM carl 



Come wealth, come poortith, late or foon, 
Heaven fend your heart-firings ay in tune. 
And fcrew your temper-pins aboon 

A fifth or mair, 
The melancholious, lazie croon 

O* cankrie care. 



May flill your life from day to day, 
Nae " lente largo " in the play. 
But " allegretto forte *' gay 

Harmonious flow 
A fweeping, kindling, bauld flrathfpey 

Encore ! Bravo ! 



A blefling on the cheery gang 
Wha dearly like a jig or fang^ 
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An' never think o' right an' wrang 

By square an' rule, 

But as the clegs o' feeling ftang 

Ai'e wife or fool. 

^^y hand-waled curfe keep hard in chafe 
The harpy, hoodock, purfe-proud race, 
Wha count on poortith as difgrace — 

Their tunelefs hearts ! 
May firefide difcords jar a base 

To a' their parts ! 

But come, your hand, my carelefs brither, 
I' th' ither warl', if there's anither. 
An' that there is I've little fwither 

About the matter ; 
We cheek for chow fhall jog thegither, 

I'fe ne'er bid better. 

We've faults and failings — granted clearly, 
We're frail backfliding mortals merely. 

Eve's bonie fquad priefts wyte them ftieerly 

For our grand fa' ; 

But ftill, but ftill, I like them dearly — 

God blefs them a' ! 



( 292 ) 

Ochon for poor Castalian drinkers. 
When they fa' foul o' earthly jinkers. 
The witching curfed delicious blinkers 

Hae put me hyte, 
And gart me weet my waukrife winkers, 

Wi* girnan fpite. 

But by yon moon ! — and that's high fwearin'- 
An' every ftar within my hearin' ! 
An' by her een wha was a dear ane ! 

I'll ne'er forget ; 
I hope to gie the jads a clearin' 

In fair play yet. 

My lofs I mourn, but not repent it, 
I'll feek my purfie whare I tint it, 
Ance to the Indies I were wonted. 

Some cantraip hour. 
By fome fweet elf I'll yet be dinted. 

Then, vive r amour ! 



Faites mes baiffemains refpectueufe^ 
To fentimental fifter Sufie, 
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An' honeft Lucky ; no to roofe you, 

Ye may be proud, 
That fic a couple fate allows ye 

To grace your blood. 

Nae mair at prefent can I meafure, 

An' trowth my rhymin' ware's nae treafure ; 

But when in Ayr, fome half-hour's leifure, 

Be't light, be't dark, 
Sir Bard will do himfelf the pleafure 

To call at Park. 

Robert Burns. 

Moffgiel^ y^th October^ 1786. 



THE LEAGUE AND COVENANT. 



THE Solemn League and Covenant 
Coft Scotland blood — coft Scotland 
tears : 
But it fealed freedom's facred caufe — 
If thou'rt a flave, indulge thy fneers. 
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ON THE 



DEATH OF 



ROBERT DUNDAS, ESQ, 



OF A R N r S T N, 



LATE LORD PRESIDENT OF THE COURT 

OF SESSION. 



LONE on the bleaky hills the ftraying 
flocks 
Shun the fierce ftorms among the fheltering 

rocks ; 
Down from the rivulets, red with dalhing rains, 
The gathering floods burfl: o'er the diftant 

plains ; 
Beneath the blafl:s the leaflefs forefts groan ; 
The hollow caves return a Allien moan. 

Ye hills, ye plains, ye forefts, and ye caves, 
Ye howling winds, and wintry fwelling waves ! 
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Unheard, unfeen, by human ear or eye, 
Sad to your fympathetic fcenes I fly ; 
Where to the whiftling blaft and waters' roar. 
Pale Scotia's recent wound I may deplore. 

O heavy lofs, thy country ill could bear ! 
A lofs thefe evil days can ne'er repair ! 
Juftice, the high vicegerent of her God, 
Her doubtful balance eyed, and fway'd her rod ; 
Hearing the tidings of the fatal blow. 
She funk abandoned to the wildeft woe. 

Wrongs, injuries, from many a darkfome den. 
Now gay in hope explore the paths of men : 
See from his cavern grim Oppreflion rife, 
And throw on poverty his cruel eyes ; 
Keen on the helplefs vidlim fee him fly. 
And fliifle, dark, the feebly-buriling cry : 

/ 
Mark rufiian Violence, difl:ainM with crimes ; 

Roufmg elate in thefe degenerate times ; 

View unfufpedling Innocence a prey. 

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way : 

While fubtile Litigation's pliant tongue 

The life-blood equal fucks of Right and 

Wrong : 
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Hark, injurM Want recounts th' unliftenM tale. 
And much-wrong'd Mis'ry pours th' unpitied 
wail ! 

Ye dark wafte hills, and brown unlightly plains, 
To you I fing my grief-infpired drains : 
Ye tempefts, rage ! ye turbid torrents, roll ! 
Ye fuit the joylefs tenor of my foul. 
Life's focial haunts and pleafures I refign. 
Be namelefs wilds and lonely wanderings mine. 
To mourn the woes my country muft endure. 
That wound degenerate ages cannot cure. 



THE BOOK- WORMS. 



THROUGH and through the infpired 
leaves, 
Ye maggots make your windings ; 
But, oh ! refpedl his lordfhip's tafte. 
And fpare his golden biadings. 
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Wi' nae converfe but Gallowa' bodies, 

Wi' nae kend face but Jenny Geddes** 

Jenny, my Pegafean pride ! 

Dowie ftie faunters down Nithfide, 

And ay a weftlin leuk fhe throws, 

While tears hap o'er her auld brown nofe ! 

Was it for this, wi' canny care. 

Thou bure the Bard through many a fhire ? 

At howes or hillocks never ftumbled. 

And late or early never grumbled ? — 

O, had I power like inclination, 

rd heeze thee up a conftellation. 

To canter with the Sagitarre, 

Or loup the ecliptic like a bar ; 

Or turn the pole like any arrow ; 

Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow, 

Down the zodiac urge the race, 

And caft dirt on his godfhip's face ; 

For I could lay my bread and kail 

He'd ne'er caft faut upo' thy tail. — 

Wi' a' this care and a' this grief. 

And fma', fma' profpedl of relief. 

And nought but peat reek i' my head. 

How can I write what ye can read ? — 

* His mare. 
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Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o' June, 
Ye'U find me in a better tune ; 
But till we meet and weet our whiftle, 
Tak this excufe for nae epiftle. 

Robert Burns. 



ON THE POET'S DAUGHTER. 



HERE lies a rofe, a budding rofe, 
Blafted before its bloom ; 
Whofe innocence did fweets difclofe 

Beyond that flower's perfume. 
To thofe who for her lofs are grieved, 

This confolation's given — 
She's from a world of woe relieved, 
And blooms a rofe in Heaven. 
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TO JOHN M'MURDO, Esq^ 

COULD I give thee India's wealth, 
. As I this trifle fend ! 
Becaufe thy joy in both would be 
To fhare them with a friend. 

But golden fands did never grace 

The Heliconian flream ; 
Then take what gold could never buy — 

An honefl Bard's efleem. 



INSCRIBED ON A PANE OF GLASS IN 
MR. M'MURDO'S HOUSE. 

BLEST be M'Murdo to his lateft day, 
No envious scloud o'ercafl his evening 
ray; 
No wrinkle furrow'd by the hand of care, 
Nor ever forrow add one filver hair ! 
O, may no fon the father's honour (lain, 
Nor ever daughter give the mother pain. 
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TO 



MR. JOHN KENNEDY, 

Mojfgkl^ yd March^ 1 786. 

NOW Kennedy, if foot or horfe 
E'er bring you in by Mauchline Corfs, 
L — d man there's lafles there wad force 

A hermit's fancy, 
And down the gate, in faith, they 're worfe 

And mair unchancy. 

But, as I'm fayin', pleafe ftep to Dow's 
And tafte fie gear as Johnnie brews. 
Till fome bit callan bring me news 

That you are there. 
And if we dinna baud a bouze 

I'fe ne'er drink mair. 

It's no I like to fit an' fwallow. 
Then like a fwine to puke an' wallow, 
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But gie me juft a true good fallow 

Wi' right ingine, 

And fpunkie, ance to make u& mellow 

And then we'll fhine.. 



Now if ye're ane o' warPs folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak, 
An' fklent on poverty their joke, 

Wi' bitter fneer, 
Wi' you no friendfhip I will troke 

Nor cheap nor dear^ 

But if as Pm informed weel, 
Ye hate as ill's the vera de'il, 
The flinty heart that canna feel — 

Come Sir, here's tae you j 
Hae there's my haun', I wifs you weel. 

And gude be wi' you. 

R. B. 
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EPISTLE 



FROM 

ESOPUS TO MARIA. 

FROM thofe drear folitudes and frowzy- 
cells, 
Where infamy with fad repentance dwells ; 
Where turnkeys make the jealous portal faft, 
And deal from iron hands the fpare repaft ; 
Where truant 'prentices, yet young in fm, 
Blufh at the curious ftranger peeping in ; 
Where ftrumpets, relics of the drunken roar, 
Refolve to drink, nay, half to whore no more ; 
Where tiny thieves not deftin'd yet to fwing. 
Beat hemp for others, riper for the firing : 
From thefe dire fcenes my wretched lines I 

date. 
To tell Maria her Efopus' fate. 

" Alas ! I feel I am no a<5lor here !" 

'Tis real hangmeh, real fcourges bear ! 

Oo 
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Prepare, Maria, for a horrid tale 
Will turn thy very rouge to deadly pale ; 
Will make thy hair, tho' erft from gipfy polled. 
By barber woven, and by barber fold. 
Though twifted fmooth with Harry's niceft 

care, 
Like hoary briftles to ere<5l and flare. 
The hero of the mimic fcene, no more 
I ftart in Hamlet, in Othello roar ; 
Or haughty Chieftain, 'mid the din of arma,. 
In Highland bonnet woo Malvina's charms ;^ 
While fans culottes ftoop up the mountain high. 
And fteal from me Maria's prying eye. 
Bleft Highland bonnet ! Once my proudeft. 

drefs. 
Now prouder ftill, Maria's temples prefs. 
I fee her wave thy towering plumes afar. 
And call each coxcomb to the wordy war. 
I fee her face the firft of Ireland's fons,* 
And even out-Irifh his Hibernian bronze ; 
The crafty colonel f leaves the tartaned lines, 
For other wars, where he a hero fliines ; 
The hopeful youth, in Scottifh fenate bred, 
Who owns a Bufliby's^hjeiart without the head ; 

* Gillefpie. t Col. M*Dowal. 
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Comes, 'mid a ftring of eoxcdrtibs to dif|)ky, 
That veni, vidi, vici, is hi^ Way j 
The fhrinking bard adown an alley fkulks. 
And dreads a meeting worfe than Woblwich 

hulks; 
Though there, his herefies in church and ftate 
Might well award him Muir and Palmer's fate : 
Still fhe undaunted reels and rattles on, 
And dares the public like a noontide fun. 
(What fcandal called Maria's jaunty ftagger, 
The ricket reeling of a crooked fwagger ? 
Whofe fpleen e'en worfe than Burns' venotn 

when 
He dips in gall unmixed his eager pen, — 
And pours his vengeance in the burning line, 
Who chriftened thus Maria's lyre divine ; 
The idiot ftrum of vanity bemufed^ 
And even th' abufe of poefy abufed ! 
Who called her verfe, a parifh workhoufc made 
For motley, foundling fancies, ftolen or ftrayed?) 

A workhoufe ! ah, that fbund awikes my woes. 
And pillows on the thorn my rack'd repofe ! 
In durance vile here rtiuft I Wake and weiep, 
And all my frowzy couch in fortbW ftefep ; 



a 
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That ftraw where many a rogue has lain of yore, 
And vermined gipfies litter'd heretofore. 

Why, Lonfdale thus,thy wrath on vagrants pour, 

Muft earth no rafcal, fave thyfelf, endure ? 

Muft thou alone in guilt immortal fwell. 

And make a vaft monopoly of hell ? 

Thou know'ft, the virtues cannot hate thee worfe. 

The vices alfo, muft they club their curfe ? 

Or muft no tiny fm to others fall, 

Becaufe thy guilt's supreme enough for all ? 

Maria, fend me too thy griefs and cares ; 
In all of thee fure thy Efopus fliares. 
As thou at all mankind the flag unfurls. 
Who on my fair one fatire's vengeance hurls ? 
Who calls thee, pert, aff^ected, vain coquette, 
A wit in folly, and a fool in wit. 
Who fays, that fool alone is not thy due. 
And quotes thy treacheries to prove it true ? 
Our force united on thy foes we'll turn. 

And dare the war with all of woman born : 
For who can write and fpeak as thou and I ? 
My periods that decyphering defy, 
And thy ftill matchlefs tongue that conquers 
all reply. 
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postscript to "the kirk's 

alarm;' 



AFTON'S Laird, Afton's Laird, 
When your pen can be fpared, 
A copy o' this I bequeath. 
On the fame ficker fcore 
I mentioned before. 
To that trufty auld worthy Clackleith, 

Afton's Laird, 
To that trufly auld worthy Clackleith. 



\ 



THE SELKIRK GRACE. 



SOME hae meat and canna eat. 
And fome wad eat that want it, 
But we hae meat and we can eat. 
And fae the Lord be thanket. 
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TO 



JOHN TAYLOR. 

WITH Pegafus upon a day, 
Apollo weary flying, 
Through frofty hills the journey lay,. 
On foot the Way was plying. 

Poor flip-fhod giddy Pegafus 

Was but a forry walker ; 
To Vulcan then Apollo goes. 

To get a frofly calker. 

Obliging Vulcan fell to w^ork, 
Threw by his coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol's bufinefs in a crack j 
Sol paid him with a fonnet. 

Ye Vulcan'js fons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my fad difafter ; 
My Pegafus is poorly fhod — 

V\\ pay you like my mafter. 

Robert Burns* 
Romagcs^ 3 6^ clock ^ (no date.) 
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The following Poems first appeared in the 
Edition of the Poet's Works Edited by Hogg 
AND Motherwell. 5 vols., 12 mo. 

The " Election Ballads " we give under this 
heading, because they first appeared collec- 
tively in Hogg and Motherwell's Edition ; 
although, we have read Ballads I and VI from 
the Afton Lodge MS. 
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THE 

ELECTION BALLADS. 

BALLAD I. 

THE FIVE CARLINES. 

Tune. — CHEVEY chase. 

THERE was five carlines in the fouth, 
They fell upon a fcheme, 
To fend a lad to London town 
To bring them tidings hame. 

Not only bring them tidings hame, 

But do their errands there, 
And aiblins gowd and honour baith 

Might be that laddie's fhare. 

There was Maggy by the banks o' Nith * 

A dame wi' pride eneugh. 
And Marjory o' the Monylochs,f 

A carline auld and teugh. 

* Dumfries. f Lochmaben. 

Pp 
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And blinkin Befs of Annandale, * 

That dwelt on Solwayfide, 
And brandy Jean, that took her gill. 

In Galloway fae wide.f 

And black Joan, frae Chrichton Peel, f 

O' gipfy kith and kin, — 
Five wighter carlines werna found 

The fouth countrie within. 

To fend a lad to London town. 

They met upon a day. 
And mony a knight and mony a laird^ 

That errand fain would gae. 

O mony a knight and mony a laird. 

That errand fain wad gae ; 
But nae ane could their fancy pleafe, 

O ne'er a ane but tway. 

The firft ane was a belted knight, § 

Bred of a border band, 
And he wad gae to London town. 

Might nae man him withftand. 

* Annan. f Kirkcudbright. J Sanquhar. 

§ Sir J, Johnftone. 
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And he wad do their errands weel. 

And meikle he wad fay, 
And ilka ane at London court 

Would bid to him gude day. 

The nieft came in a fodger boy,* 

And fpak wi' modeft grace. 
And he wad gang to London town. 

If fae their pleafure was. 

He wadna hecht them courtly gifts, 

Nor meikle fpeech pretend, 
But he wad hecht an honeft heart. 

Wad ne'er defert his friend. 

Now, wham to choofe, and wham refufe, 

At ftrife thir carlines fell ; 
For fome had gentle folks to pleafe, 

And fome wad pleafe themfel. 

Then up fpak mim-mou'd Meg o' Nith, 

And fhe fpak up wi' pride, 
And fhe wad fend the fodger lad. 

Whatever might betide. 

* Major Miller. 
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For the auld gudeman o' London court * 

She didna care a pin ; 
But fhe wad fend the fodger youth 

To greet his eldeft fon. f 

Then ftarted Befs of Annandale, 

And a deadly aith (he's ta'en, 
That fhe wad vote the border knight, 

Though fhe fhould vote her lane. 

For far-afF fowls hae feathers fair. 

And fools o' change are fain ; 
But I hae tried this border knight, 

ril try him yet again. 

Says black Joan frae Chrichton Peel, 

A carline floor and grim, 
The auld gudeman, or the young gudeman. 

For me may fink or fwim ; 

For fools will prate o' right and wrang. 
While knaves laugh them to fcom ; 

But the fodger's friends hae blawn the befl. 
So he fhall bear the horn. 

* George III. f The prince of Wales. 
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Then brandy Jean fpak owre her drink, 

Ye weel ken, kimmers a', 
The auld gudeman o' London court, 

His back's been at the wa' ; 

And mony a friend that kifs't his caup, 

Is now a fremit wight : 
But it's ne'er be fae wi' brandy Jean — 

We'll fend the border knight. 

Then flow raife Marjory o' the Lochs, 
And wrinkled was her brow, 

Her ancient weed was rufl^et gray, 
Her auld Scots heart was true ; 

There's fome great folks fet light by me,- 

I fet as light by them ; 
But I will fend to London town 

Whom I like beft at hame. 

So how this weighty plea may end, 

Nae mortal wight can tell : 
God grant the King and ilka man 

May look weel to themfel. 
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BALLAD I L 

WRITTEN IN 1795. 

Tufte. — ."for a' that, and a' that.*' 

WHOM will you fend to London 
town, 
To Parliament and a' that ? 
Or whom in a' the country roun'. 
The beft deferves to fa' that ? 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Through Galloway and a' that ; 
Where is the laird or belted knight 
That beft deferves to fa' that ? 

Wha fees Kerroughtree's open yett ? 

And wha is't never faw that ? 
Wha ever wi' Kerroughtree's met. 
And has a doubt of a' that ? 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
The independent patriot. 

The honeft man, and a' that. 
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Tho' wit and worth, in either fex, 

St Mary's Ifle can fhaw that, 
Wi' dukes and lords, let Selkirk mix, 
And weel does Selkirk fa' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
The independent commoner 
Shall be the man for a' that. 

But why (hould we to nobles jouk ? 

And it's againft the law that : 
For why, a lord may be a gouk, 
Wi' ribbon, ftar, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
A lord may be a loufy loun, 
Wi' ribbon, ftar, and a' that. 

A beardlefs boy comes o'er the hills, 

Wi' uncle's purfe, and a' that ; 
But we'll hae ane frae 'mang ourfels, 
A man we ken, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
For we're not to be bought or fold 
Like naigs and nowt, and a' that 
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Then let us drink the Stewartry, 

Kerroughtree's laird, and a' that^ 
Our reprefentative to be,, 
For weel he's worthy a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
A Houfe o' Commons fuch as he. 
They wad be bleft that faw that, 



BALLAD III. 



Tune. — FY, let's a' to the bridal. 



FY, let us a' to Kirkcudbright, 
For there will be bickerin' there; 
For Murray's light horfe are to mufter 
And, O how the heroes will fwear! 
And there will be Murray Commander, 

And Gordon the battle to win ! 
Like brothers they'll ftand by each other ; 
Sae knit in alliance are kin. 
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And there will be black-nebbit Johnie, 

The tongue o' the trump to them a' ; 
An he get na hell for his haddin, 

The deil gets na juftice ava. 
And there will be Kempleton's birkie, 

A boy no fae black at the bane ; 
But as to his fine Nabob fortune, 

We'll e'en let this fubject alane. 

And there will be Wigton's new fherifF, 

Dame Juftice fu' brawly has fped ; 
She's gotten the heart of a Bufhby, 

But, what has become o' the head ? 
And there will be Cardonefs, Efquire, 

Sae mighty in Cardonefs' eyes, 
A wight, that will weather damnation. 

The devil the prey will defpife. 

Ai)d there will be Douglaffes doughty, 
New-chriftening towns far and near. 

Abjuring their democrat doings. 
By kiffin' the a — of a peer. 

And there will be Kenmure fae gen'rous ! 
Wha's honour is proof to the ftorm ; 

To fave them from ftark reprobation. 

He lent them his name to the firm. 

CLq 
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But we winna mention Redcaftle, 

The body, e'en let him efcape ; 
He'd venture the gallows for filler, 

An 'twere na the coft o' the rape. 
And where is our King's Lord-lieutenant^ 

Sae fam'd for his gratefu' return ? 
The billie is gettin his queftions. 

To fay in Saint Stephen's the mom. 

And there will be lads o' the gofpel, 

Muirhead, wha's as gude as he's true j 
An there will be Buittles' apoftle, 

Wha's mair o' the black than the blue. 
And there will be folk frae St Mary's, 

A houfe of great merit and note ; 
The deil ane but honours them highly. 

The deil ane will give them his vote. 

And there will be wealthy young Richard, 

Dame fortune Ihould hing by the neck; 
For prodigal thoughtlefs beftowing, 

His merit had won him refpedb 
And there will be rich brother Nabobs, 

Though Nabobs, yet men o' the first ; 
And there will be Colliefton's whifkers. 

And Quentin o' lads not the worft. 
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And there will be ftamp-office Johnie, 

Tak tent how ye purchafe a dram ; ' 
And there will be gay Caffencarrie, 

And there will be gleg Colonel Tam. 
And there will be trufty Kerroughtree, 

Wha's honour was ever his law ; 
If the virtues were pack't in a parcel, 

His worth might be fample for a\ 

And can we forget the auld Major, 

Wha'U ne'er be forgot in the Greys, 
Our flatt'ry we'll keep for fome ither. 

Him it's only juftice to praife. 
And there will be maiden Kilkerran, 

And alfo 3arfkimmin's gude knight ; 
And there will be roaring Birtwhiftle, 

Yet luckily roars in the right. 

And there frae the Nidfdale border, 

Will mingle the Maxwells in*droves, 
Teugh Johnie, ftaunch Geordie and Wattie, 

That griens for the fifties and loaves. 
And there will be Logan M'Dowall ; 

Sculduddry and he will be there ; 
And alfo the wild Scot o' Galloway^ 

Sodgerin gunpowder Blair. 
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Hey for the chafte int'reft of Broughton, 

And hey for the bloflbms 'twill bring ; 
It may fend Balmaghie to the Commons, 

In Sodom 'twould make him a king. 
And hey for the fandlified Murray, 

Our land wha wi' chapels has ftored ; 
He foundered his horfe among harlots. 

But gied his auld naig to the Lord. 



BALLAD IV. 



June.'—^VY BROOM BESOMS. 



WHA will buy my troggin, 
Gude ele(3:ion ware ; 

Broken trade o' Broughton, 
A' in high repair. 

Buy braw troggin, 

Frae the banks o* Dee ; 
Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 
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Here's a noble EarPs 

Fame and high renown. 
For an auld fang — 

It's thought the gudes were ftown. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's the worth o' Broughton 

In a needle's e'e ; 
Here's a reputation 

Tint by Balmaghie. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's an honeft confcience 

Might a prince adorn ; 
Frae the downs o' Tinwald — 

So was never worn. 

Buy braw troggin, &c 

Here's the stufF and lining, ' 

O' Cardonefs' head; 
Fine for a fodger 

A' the wale o' lead. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 
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Here*s a little wadfet 

Buittles fcrap o' truth, 
Pawn'd in a gin-fhop 

Quenching holy drouth. 

Buy braw 4:roggin, &c 



Here's armorial bearings 

Frae the manfe o' Urr ; 
The creft, an auld crab-apple 

Rotten at the core. 

Buy braw troggin, &c ' 



Here is Satan's pidlure, 

Like a bizzard gled, 
Pouncing poor Redcaftle 

Sprawlin* like a taed. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 



Here's the worth and wifdom 

CoUiefton can boaft ; 
By a thievifh midge 

They had amaift been loft. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 
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Here is Murray's fragments 

O' the ten commands ; 
Gifted by black Jock 

To get them afF his hands. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Saw ye e*er lie troggin ? 
If to buy ye're flack, 
Homie's tumin* chapman, — 
He'll buy a' the pack. 

Buy braw troggin, 

Frae the banks o' Dee ; 
Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 



BALLAD V. 

JOHN BUSHBY'S LAMENTATION. 

' ^ I ^ WAS in the feventeen hundred year 

I O' Chrift and ninety-five. 

That year I was the waeft man 
O' ony man alive. 
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In March the thrcc-and-twcntieth day, 
The fun rofc clear and bright ; 

But O! I was a waefu' man 
Ere toofa* o' the night. 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land, 

Wi' equal right and fame, 
And thereto was his kinfman join'd 

The Murray's noble name ! 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land, 

Made me the judge o' ft rife ; 
But now Yerl Galloway's fceptre 's broke. 

And eke my hangman's knife. 

'Twas by the banks o' bonie Dee, 
Befide Kirkcudbright's towers, 

The Stewart and the Murray there 
Did mufter a' their powers. 

The Murray, on the auld grey yaud, 

Wi' winged fpurs did ride. 
That auld grey yaud, yea, Nidfdale radc, 

Aftray upon Nidfidc. 
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An there had been the Yerl himfel', 
O there had been nae play ; 

But Garlies was to London gane, 
And fae the kye might ftray. 

And there was Bahnaghie, I ween, 
In the front rank he wad fhine ; 

But Balmaghie had better been 
Drinking Madeira wine. 

Frae the Glenken came to our aid 

A chief o' doughty deed ; 
In cafe that worth (hould wanted be, 

O' Kenmure we had need. 

And there, fae grave. Squire Cardonefs 
Look'd on till a' was done ; 

Sae, in the tower o' Cardonefs, 
A howlet fits at noon. 

And there led I the Bulhby's a' ; 

My gamefome Billy Will, 
And my fon Maitland, wife as brave, 

My footfteps followed ftill. 

R r 
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The Douglas and the Heron's name. 
We fet nought to their fcore : 

The Douglas and the Heron's name 
Had felt our weight before. 

But Douglafles o' weight had we, 

A pair o' trufty lairds, 
For building cot-houfes fae fam'd, 

And chriftening kail-yards. 

And by our banners marchM Muirhead, 

And Buittle was na flack ; 
Whofe holy priefthood nane can (lain. 

For wha can dye the black ? 
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BALLAD VI. 



EPISTLE TO R. GRAHAM ESQ^, OF FINTRY. 

FINTRY, my ftay in worldly ftrife, 
Friend o' my mufe, friend o' my life, 

Are ye as idle's I am ? 
Come then, wi' uncouth, kintra fleg. 
O'er Pegafus PU fling my leg. 

And ye (hall fee me try him.— 

PU fmg the zeal Dnimlanrig bears. 
Who left the all-important cares 

Of fiddles, wh-res, and hunters ; 
And bent on winning borough towns. 
Came fhaking hands wi* wabfter-loons. 

And kifling barefit hunters. 

4 

Combuftion thro' our boroughs rode, 
Whiftling his roaring pack abroad, 

Of mad, unmuzzled lions ; 
As Queenfberry blue and buff unfurled. 
And Wefterha' and Hopeton hurled 

To every Whig, defiance. 
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But cautious Queenfberry left the war, 
Th' unmanner'd duft might foil his ftar, 

Befides, he hated bleeding: 
But left behind him heroes bright, 
Heroes in Cefarean fight 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 

O for a throat like huge Monfmeg, 
To mufter o'er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Drumlanrig's banners ; 
Heroes and heroines commix 
All in the field of politics, 

To win immortal honors. . 

'M'Murdo and his lovely fpoufe, 
(Th'enamour'd laurels kifs her brows,) 

Led on the Loves and Graces ; 
She won each gaping burgefs' heart, 
While ht^fub rofa^ play'd his part 

Among their wives and lafles. 

Craigdarroch led a light-armM core. 
Tropes, metaphors, and figures pour. 
Like Hecla ftreaming thunder : 



( ii^ ) 

Glenriddel, Ikill'd in rufty coins, 
Blew up each Tory's dark defigns, 
And bar'd the treafon under. 

In either wing two champions fought, 
Redoubted Staig * who fet at nought 

The wildeft favage Tory, 
While Welftijf who ne'er yet flinch'd his ground, 
High-wav'd his tnagnum-bonum round 

With Cyclopean fury. 

Miller brought up the artillery ranks, 
The many-pounders of the Banks, 

Refiftlefs defolation ; 
While Maxwelton, that baron bold, 
Mid Lawfon's % port entrench'd his hold, 

And threaten'd worfe damnation. 

To thefe what Tory hofts oppos'd 
With thefe what Tory warriors clos'd, 

SurpafTes my defcriving : 
Squadrons extended long and large. 
With headlong fpeed rufh'd to the charge. 

Like furious devils driving. 

* Provoft. t Sheriff Welfh. 

\ Lawfon, an eminent Wine Merchant. 
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What verfe can fmg, what profe narrate^ 
The butcher deeds of bloody fate, 

Amid this mighty tulzie ! 
Grim horror grin'd ; pale terror roar'd 
As murder at his thrapple fhor'd ; 

And hell mix'd in the brulzie. 

As Highland craigs by thunder cleft, 
When lightnings fire the ftormy lift, 

Hurl down wi' crafhing rattle ; 
As flames amang a hundred woods. 
As headlong foam a hundred floods ; 

Such is the rage of Battle, 

The fliibborn Tories dare to die : 
As foon the rooted oaks would fly 

Before th' approaching fellers. 
The Whigs came on like ocean's roar 
When all his wintry billows pour 

Againfl: the Buchan BuUers. 

Lo, from the fhades of death's deep nighty 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight, 
And think on former daring : 
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The muffled murtherer of Charles * 
The magna charta flag unfurls, 
All deadly gules its bearing. 

Nor wanting ghofls of Tory fame ; 

Bold Scrimgeour f follows gallant Graham, :j: 

Auld covenanters fhiver — 
Forgive ! forgive ! much-wrong'd Montrofe ! 
Now Death and Hell engulph thy foes, 

Thou liv'ft on high for ever. 

Still o'er the field the combat burns. 
The Tories, Whigs, give way by turns ; 

But fate the word has fpoken : 
For woman's wit, or flrepgth o' man, 
Alas ! can do but what they can ; 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

O that my een were flowing burns ! ^ 
My voice, a lionefs that mourns 

Her darling cub's undoing ! 
That I might greet, that I might cry. 
While Tories fall, while Tories fly, 

And furious Whigs purfuing ! 

* The Executioner of Charles I was mafqued. 
f Scrimgeour, Lord Dundee. J Graham, Marquis of Montrofe. 
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What Whig but wails the good Sir James 
Dear to his country by the names, 

Friend, Patron, Benefa(5lor ! 
Not Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney fave ; 
And Hopeton falls, the generous, brave ; 

And Stewart * bold as Hedlon 



Thou, Pitt, (halt rue this overthrow. 
And Thurlow growl a curfe of woe, 

And Melville melt in wailing. 
How Fox and Sheridan rejoice ; 
And Burke fhall fing, O prince, arife ! 
Thy power is all prevailing ! 



For your poor friend, the Bard afar. 
He only hears and fees the war, 

A cool fpecflator purely ! 
So, when the ftorm the foreft rends, 
The robin in the hedge defcends. 

And fober chirps fecurely. 



* Stewart of Hill fide. 
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Now, for my friends' and brethren's fakes, 
And for my dear-lov'd Land o' Cakes, 

I pray with holy fire : 
Lord, fend a rough-fhod troop o' Hell 
O'er a' wad Scotland buy or fell. 

To grind them in the mire ! 



THE HERMIT, 

WHOE'ER thou art, thefe lines now 
reading. 
Think not, though from the world receding, 
I joy my lonely days to lead in 

This defert drear ; 
That fell remorfe, a confcience bleeding 

Hath led me here. 

No thought of guilt my bofom fours ; 

Free-will'd I fled from courtly bowers ; 

For well I faw in halls and towers 

That lufl and pride. 

The arch-fiend's deareft, darkeft powers, 

In ftate prefide. 
S s 
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I faw mankind with vice incrufted ; 
I faw that honour's fword was rufted ; 
That few for aught but folly lufted ; 
That he was ftill deceived who trufted 

To love or friend ; 
And hither came, with men difgufted, 

My life to end. 

In this lone cave, in garments lowly, 

Alike a foe to noify folly, 

And brow bent gloomy melancholy, 

I wear away 
My life, and in my office holy 

Confume the day. 

This rock my fliield, when ftoriiis are blowings 
The limpid ftreamlet yonder flowing 
Supplying drink, the earth beflowing 

My fimple food ; 
But few enjoy the calm I know in 

This defert wood. 

Content and comfort blefs me more in 
This grot, than e'er I felt before in 
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A palace — and with thoughts ftill foaring 

To God on high, 

Each night and morn with voice imploring, 

This wifh I figh : 

" Let me, O Lx)rd ! from life retire, 
" Unknown each guilty worldly fire, 
" Remorfe's throb, or loofe defire ; 

" And when I die, 
" Let me in this belief expire, — 

" To God I fly." 



Stranger, if full of youth and riot. 
And yet no grief has marr'd thy quiet. 
Thou haply throw'fl: a fcornful eye at 

The hermit's prayer- 
But if thou haft good caufe to figh at 

Thy fault or care : 

If thou haft known falfe love's vexation. 
Or haft been exiled from thy nation. 
Or guilt affrights thy contemplation, 

And makes thee pine^ 
Oh ! how muft thou lament thy ftation. 

And envy mine ! 
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TO A MEDICAL GENTLEMAN, 



INVITING HIM TO ATTEND A MASONIC AN- 
NIVERSARY MEETING. 



FRIDAY firft's the day appointed, 
By our Right Worfliipful anointed^ 
To hold our grand proceffion ; 
To get a blade o' Johnnie's morals, 
And tafte a fwatch o' Manfon's barrels, 

r the way of our profeffion. 
Our Mafter and the Brotherhood 

Wad a' be glad to fee you ; 
For me I would be mair than proud 
To fhare the mercies wi' you. 
If death, then, wi' ffcaith, then. 
Some mortal heart is hechtin. 
Inform him, and ftorm him. 
That Saturday ye'U fecht him. 

ROBERT BURNS. 



( 339 ) 



THE DISCREET HINT. 



LASS, when your mither is frae hame, 
May I but be fae bauld 
As come to your bower-window, 

And creep in frae the cauld ? 
As come to your bower window, 

When it is cauld an' wat, 
To warm me in thy bofom, 
Sweet lafs, may I do that ? 

Young man, gin ye fhould be fae kind, 

When our gudewife's frae hame, 
As come to my bower window, 

Whare I am laid my lane. 
To warm tl\ee in my bofom, — 

Tak' tent, Pll tell thee what. 
The way to me lies through the kirk : — 

Young man, do you hear that ? 
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ON THE LATE DUKE OF QUEENS- 

BERRY. 



HOW fhall I fing Drumlaarig's Grace ? 
Difcarded remnant of a race 
Once great in martial ftory ! 
His forbears' virtues all contrafted, — 
The very name of Douglas blafted, — 
His that inverted glory. 



Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore ; 
But he has fuperadded more, 

And funk them in contempt ; 
Follies and crimes have ftain'd the name 
But Queenlberry, thine the virgin claim, 

From aught that's good exempt 
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ON AN EVENING VIEW OF THE 
RUINS OF LINCLUDEN CASTLE. 

YE holy walls, that, ftlU fublime, 
Refill the crumbling touch of time ; 
How ftrongly ftill your view difplays 
The piety of ancient days ! 
As through your ruins, hoar and grey, — 
Ruins yet beauteous in decay, — 
The filvery moonbeams trembling play : 
The forms of ages long gone by 
Crowd thick on fancy's wondering eye. 
And wake the foul to mufmgs high. 
E'en now, as loft in thought profound, 
I view the folemn fcene around. 
And, penfive gaze with wiftful eyes, 
The paft returns, the prefent flies ; 
Again the dome, in priftine pride. 
Lifts high it's roof and arches wide, 
That, knit with curious tracery, 
Each Gothic ornament difplay. 
The high-arched windows, painted fair, 
Show many a faint and martyr there. 



\ 
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As on their flender forms I gaze, 
Methinks they brighten to a blaze! 
With noifelefs ftep and taper bright, 
What are yon forms that meet my fight? 
Slowly they move, while every eye 
Is heaven-ward raifed in ecftasy. 
'Tis the foft, fpotlefs, veftal train, 
That feek, in prayer, the midnight fane. 
And, hark ! what more than mortal found 
Of mufic breathes the pile around ? 
'Tis the foft chanted choral fong, 
Whofe tones the echoing aifles prolong ; 
Till, thence returned, they foftly ftray 
O'er Clouden's wave, with fond delay ; 
Now on the rifmg gale fwell high. 
And now in fainting murmurs die ; 
The boatmen on Nith's gentle ftream, 
That gliftens on the pale moonbeam, 
Sufpend their dafhing oars to hear 
The holy anthem loud and clear; 
Each worldly thought a while forbear, 
And mutter forth a half-heard prayer. 
But as I gaze the vifion fails, 
Like froft-work touched by fouthern gales ; 
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The altar finks, the tapers fade, 
And all the fplendid fcene's decayed ; 
In window fair, the painted pane 
No longer glows with holy ftain, 
But through the broken fpace, the gale 
Blows chilly from the mifly vale ; 
The bird of eve Hits fullen by 
Her home, thefe aifles and arches high ; 
The choral hymn that erft fo clear, 
Broke foftly fweet on fancy's ear. 
Is drowned amid the mournful fcream. 
That breaks the magic of my dream ; 
Roufed by the found, I ftart and fee 
The ruined fad reality ! 



EPIGRAM ON ANDREW TURNER. 

IN feventeen hunder forty-nine 
Satan took fluff to mak a fwine. 
And cuifl it in a corner ; 
But wilily he changed his plan. 
And fhaped it fomething like a man, 

And ca'd it Andrew Turner. 

Tt 
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THE 

RUINED MAID'S LAMENT, 

OMEIKLE do I rue, faufe love, 
O fairly do I rue. 
That e'er I heard your flattering tongue. 
That e'er your face I knew. 

O I hae tint my rofy chedcs, 

Likewife my waift fae fma' ; 
And I hae lofl my lightfome heart 

That little will a fa'. 



Now I maun thole the fcomfu' fnecr 

Q' mony a fancy quean ; 
When, gin the truth were a' but kent. 

Her life's been waur than mine. 

Whene'er my father thinks on me, 

He flares into the wa' ; 
My mither, flie has ta'en the bed, 

Wi' thinking on my fa'. 
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Whene'er I hear my father's foot, 
My heart wad burft wi' pain ; 

Whene'er I meet my mither's e'e, 
My tears rin down like rain. 

Alas ! fae fweet a tree as love, 
Sic bitter fruit fliould bear ! 

Alas ! that e'er a bonie face 
Should draw a fauty tear ! 

But Heaven's curfe will blaft the man 

Denies the bairn he got ; 
Or leaves the faithfu' lafs he lo'ed, 

To wear a ragged coat. 



ON MR. W. CRUICKSHANKS, 



HONEST Will's to Heaven gane, 
And mony fhall lament him ; 
His faults they a' in Latin lay. 
In Englifh nane e'er kent them. . 
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DONALD BRODIE. 



• • 



DONALD Brodie met a lafs 
Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar ; 
Donald wi' his Highland hand, 
Rifled ilka charm about her. 
Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar, 

Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar, 
Highland Donald met a lafs, 

And rowed his Highland plaid about her. 



Wecl I wat (he was a quean 

Wad made a bodie's mouth to water ; 
Our Mefs John, wi' his auld grey pow. 

His haly lips wad licket at her. 
Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar, 

Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar, 
Highland Donald met a lafs. 

And rowed his Highland plaid about her. 
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AfF flie ftarted in a fright. 

And through the braes what (he could bicker ; 
But fouple Donald quicker flew, 

And in his arms he lockM her ficker. 
Coming through the braes o' Cupar, 

Coming through the braes o' Cupar, 
Highland Donald met. a lafs, 

And rowed his Highland plaid about her. 



EPITAPH ON GRIZEL GRIM. 

HERE lies with death auld Grizel Grim, 
Lincluden's ugly witch ; 
O Death, how horrid is thy tafte 
To lie with fuch a b ? 



EPITAPH ON W 



STOP Thief! dame Nature cried to Death, 
As Willie drew his lateft breath ; 
You have my choiceft model ta'en. 
How fliall I make a fool again ? 



( 348 ) 



YE HAE LIEN WRANG, LASSIE. 

YOUR rofy cheeks are turned fae wan, 
Ye're greener than the grafs, lailie ; 
Your coatie's fliorter by a fpan, 
Yet ne'er an inch the lefs, laflie. 

CHORUS. 

Ye hae lien wrang, laflie 

YeVe lien a' wrang ; 
YeVe lien in fome unco bed. 

And wi' fome unco man. 

O, laflie, ye hae played the fool, 
And ye will dree the fcorn, laflie ; 

For aye the brofe ye fup at e'en. 
Ye bock them ere the morn, laflie; 

Ye hae lien wrang, &€• 

Ance lightly lap ye owre the knowe. 
And through the wood ye fang, laflie ; 

But now, alas ! ye're dowie grown, 
I fear your mind gae wrang, laflie. 

Ye hae lien wrang, &c. 
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THE BLACK-HEADED EAGLE. 

THE black-headed eagle, 
As keen as a beagle, 
He hunted o'er height and o'er howe ; 
But fell in a trap 
On the braes o' Gemappe, 
E'en let him come out as he dowe. 



EPITAPH ON MR BURTON. 

HERE curfmg, fwearing Burton lies, 
A buck, a beau, or Dem my eyes ! 
Who in his life did little good. 
And his laft words were Dem my blood! 



I I. 



The following first appeared in Chambers's 
Editions. 
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THE TARBOLTON LASSES. 



IF ye gae up to yon hill-tap, 
Ye'll there fee bonie Peggy ; 
She kens her father is a laird. 
And flie forfooth's a leddy. 

There Sophy tight, a laflie bright, 
Befides a handfome fortune : 

Wha canna win her in a night. 
Has little art in courting. 

Gae down by Faile, and tafte the ale, 
' And tak a look o' Myfie ; 
She's dour and din, a deil within, 
But aiblins fhe mdy pleafe ye. 

If fhe be fliy, her fifter try, 

Ye'U maybe fancy Jenny, 

If ye'll difpenfe wi* want o' fenfe — 

She kens herfel fhe's bonie. 

U u 
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As ye gae up by yon hill-fide, 

Speer in for bonie Befly ; 
She'll gie ye a beck, and bid ye light. 

And handfomely addrefs ye. 

There's few fae bonie, nane fae gude. 
In a' King George' dominion ; 

If ye fhould doubt the truth o' this — 
It's Befly's ain opinion ! 



RONAI^DS OF BENNALS. 

IN Tarbolton, ye ken, there are proper 
young men. 
And proper young lafles and a', man ; 
But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Bennals, 
They carry the gree frae them a', man. 

Their father's a laird, and weel he can fpare't. 
Braid money to tocher them a', man, 

To proper young men, he'll clink in the hand 
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man. 
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There's ane they ca' Jean, I'll warrant ye'vc 
feen 
As bonie a lafs or as braw, man, 
But for fenfe and guid tafte flie'U vie wi' the 
beft 
And a condudt that beautifies a', man» 



The charms o' the min', the langer they fliine, 
The mair admiration they draw, man ; 

While peaches and cherries, and rofes and lilies, 
They fade and they wither awa, man. 



If ye be for Mifs Jean, tak this frae a frien', 

A hint o' a rival or twa, man, 
The Laird o' Blackbyre wad gang through the 
fire, 

If that wad entice her awa, man. 



The Laird o' Braehead has been on his fpeed. 
For mair than a towmond or twa, man ; 

The Laird o' the Ford will ftraught on a board, 
If he canna get her at a', man, 
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Then Anna comes in, the pride o' her kin. 
The boaft of our bachelors a', man: 

Sae fonfy and fweet, fae fully complete, 
She fteals our afFec^tions awa, man. 

If I Ihould detail the pick and the wale 
O' lafles that live here awa, man, 

The fault wad be mine, if they didna fliine. 
The fweeteft and beft o' them a',' man. 

I lo'e her myfel, but darena weel tell, 
My poverty keeps me in awe, man. 

For making o' rhymes, and working at times, 
Does little or naething at a', man. 

Yet I wadna choofe to let her refufe, 
Nor ha'e't in her power to fay na, man. 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obfcure. 
My ftomach's as proud as them a', man-. 

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pride. 
And flee o'er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can baud up my head wi' the beft o* the 
breed, 
Though fluttering ever fo braw, man. 
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My coat and my veft, they are Scotch o' the 
beft, 

O' pairs o' guid breeks I ha'e twa, man. 
And ftockings and pumps to put on my flumps. 

And ne'er a wrang fteek in them a', man. 

My farks they are few, but five o' them new, 
TwaP hundred, * as white as the fiiaw, man, 

A ten-fhillings hat, a Holland cravat; 
There are no mony poets fae braw, man. 

I never had frien's, weel ftockit in means. 
To leave me a hundred or twa, man, 

Nae weel tochered aunts, to wait on their drants. 
And wifh them in hell for it a', man. 

I never was canny for hoarding o' money. 
Or claughtin't together at a', man, 

I've little to fpend, and naething to lend. 
But deevil a fhilling I awe, man. 



•^ * ^ 



* A kind of cloth. 
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THE 



TREE OF LIBERTY 



HEARD ye o' the tree o' France, 
I watna what's the name o*t ; 
Around it a' the patriots dance, . 

Weel Europe kens the fame o't. 
It ftands where ance the Baftile flood, 

A prifon built by kings, man, 
When Superftitions hellifh brood 
Kept France in leading-firings, man. 



Upo' this tree there grows fie fruit. 

Its virtues a' can tell, man ; 
It raifes man aboon the brute. 

It maks him ken himfel, man. 
Gif ance the peafant tafle a bit. 

He's greater than a lord, man. 
And wi' the beggar fhares a mite 

O' a' he can afford, man. 
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This fruit is wOTth a* Afrk^s wealdi. 

To comfort us 'twas iasL, man : 
To gie the fweeteft Uofli o' healdi. 

And mak us a' content, man. 
It clears the een, it dieeis the heart, 

Maks high and low godc friends man ; 
And he wha acb the traitor^s port. 

It to perditioQ fends, mac 

My bleffings aye attend die duel, 

Wha pitied Gallia's flares, man. 
And flawed a branch, fpite (/ the desl, 

Frae yont the weftem wares, man. 
Fair Virtue watered it wi^ care. 

And now flie fees w? pride, man. 
How. weel it buds and bloflbmi there. 

Its branches fpreading wide, nuoL 

But vicious folk aye hate to (tt 
The works o' Virtue ihrirt^ friar# j 

The courtly vermin's banned the free. 
And grat to fee it thrive, man ; 

King Lx)ui' thought to cut it ^/wn^ 
When it was unco fma', man j 
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For this the watchman cracked his crown, 
Cut atF his head and a\ man. 

A wicked crew fyne, on a time. 

Did tak a folemn aith, man, 
It ne'er fliould flourifh to its prime, 

I wat they pledged their faith, man. 
Awa they gaed wi' mock parade. 

Like beagles hunting game, man. 
But foon grew weary o' the trade. 

And wifhed they'd been at hame, man. 

For Freedom, (landing by the tree. 

Her fons did loudly ca', man ; 
She fang a fang o' liberty. 

Which pleafed them ane and a', man. 
By her infpired, the new-bom race 

Soon drew the avenging fteel, man ; 
The hirelings ran — her foes gied chafe. 

And banged the defpot weel, man. 

Let Britain boaft her hardy oak. 
Her poplar and her pine, man, 

Auld Britain ance could crack her joke. 
And o'er her neighbours ihine, man. 
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But ieek the foreft round and round, 
And foon 'twill be agreed, man, 

That fic a tree can not be found, 

'Twixt London and the Tweed, man. 

Without this tree, alake this life 

Is but a vale o' woe, man ; 
A fcene o' forrow mixed wi' ftrife, 

Nae real joys we know^ man. 
We labour foon, we labour late, 

To feed the titled knave, man ; 
And a' the comfort we're to get. 

Is that ayont the grave, man. 

Wi' plenty o' fic trees, I trow, 

The warld would live in peace, man' ; 
The fword would help to mak a plough, 

The din o' war wad ceafe, man. 
Like brethren in a common caufe. 

We'd on each other fmile, man ; 
And equal rights and equal laws 

Wad gladden every ifle, man. 

Wae worth the loon wha wadna eat 

Sic halefome dainty cheer, man ; 

Vv 
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rd gie my fhoon frae afF my feet. 
To tafte fie fruit, I fwear, man. 

Syne let us pray, auld England may 
Sure plant this far-famed tree, man ; 

And blythe we'll (ing, and hail the day 
That gave us liberty, man. 



VERSES 

JVritteti under violent grief. 

ACCEPT the gift a friend fincere 
Wad on thy worth be preffin' ; 
Remembrance oft may ftart a tear. 
But oh ! that tendemefs forbear. 
Though 'twad my forrows leflen. 

My morning raife fae clear and fair, 
I thought fair ftorms wad never 

Bedew the fcene ; but grief and care 

In wildeft fiiry hae made bare 
My peace, my hope, for ever ! 



( 36i ) 

You think I'm glad ; oh, I pay weel 

For a' the joy I borrow, 
In folitude — then, then I feel 
I canna to myfeP conceal 

My deeply-ranklin' forrow. 

Farewell ! within thy bofom free 

A figh may whiles awaken ; 
A tear may wet thy laughin' e'e. 
For Scotia's fon — ance gay like thee — 
Now hopelefS) comfortlefs, forfaken ! 



THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANY. 
Tune. — mary's dream, 

MY heart is wae, and unco wae. 
To think upon the raging fea,. 
That roars between her gardens green 
And the bonie Lafs of Albany. 
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This lovely maid's of royal blood 
That ruled Albion's kingdoms three. 

But oh, alas, for her bonie face. 

They've wranged the Lafs of Albany. 

In the rolling tide of fpreading Clyde 
There fits an ifle of high degree. 

And a town of fame whofe princely namoe^ 
Should grace the Lafs of Albany. 

But there's a youth, a witlefs youth. 

That fills the place where fhe ihould be ; 

We'll fend him o'er to his native Ihore 
And bring our ain fweet Albany. 

Alas the day, and wo the day, 

A falfe ufurper wan the gree. 
Who now commands the towers and land&- 

The royal right of Albany. 

We'll daily pray, we'll nightly pray. 
On bended knees mofl fervently. 

The time may come, with pipe and drum 
We'll welcome hame fair Albany. 
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T O 




MISS FERRIER, 

ENCLOSING THE ELEGY ON SIR J, H. BLAIR. 

AE heathen name fhall I prefix 
Frae Pindus or Parnaflus ; 
Auld Reekie dings them a' to fticks, 
For rhyme-infpiring lafles. 

Jove's tunefu' dochters three times three, 
Made Homer deep their debtor ; 

But, gi'en the body half an e'e. 
Nine Ferriers wad done better ! 

Laft day my mind was in a bog, 
Down George's Street I ftoited ; 

A creeping cauld profaic fog 
My very fenfes doited. 

Do what I dought to fet her free, 

My faul lay in the mire ; 
Ye turned a neuk — I faw your e'e — 

She took the wing like fire ! 



'1 1 •. 
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The moumfu' fang I here enclofe, 

I n gratitude I fend you ; 
And [wifh and] pray in rhyme fincere, 

A' gude things may attend you ! 



TO A KISS. 



HUMID feal of foft afFeaions, 
TendVeft pledge of future blifs^, 
Deareft tie of young connexions, 
Love's firft fnow-drop, virgin kifs^ 

Speaking filence, dumb confeffion, 
Paffion's birth, and infants' play 

Dove-like fondnefs, chafte cbnceflion, 
Glowing dawn of brighter day. 

Sorrowing joy, adieu's laft adlion. 

When lingering lips no more muft join ; 

What words can ever fpeak afFedlion 
So thrilling and fincere as thine ! 
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VERSES 

Intended to be ivritten bel^/iv a noble 

EarPs Pidure. 

WHOSE is that noble, dauntlefs brow ? 
And whole that eye of fire ? 
And whofe that generous princely mien 
Even rooted foes admire ? 

Stfanger, to juftly (hew that brow, 

And mark that eye of fire. 
Would take His hand, whofe vernal tints 

His other works admire. 

Bright as a cloudlefs fummer fun. 

With ftately port he moves ; 
His guardian feraph eyes with awe 

The noble ward he loves. 

Among the illuftrious Scottifh fbns 

That chief thou may'ft difcem ; 
Mark Scotia's fond returning eye, 

It dwells upon Glencaim. 
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SONG. 

Air. — MAGGY LAUDER. 

t 

WHEN firft I faw fair Jeanie*s face, 
I couldna tell what ailed me, 
My heart w.ent fluttering pit-a-pat, 

My een they almoft failed me. 
She's aye fae neat, fae trim, fae tight. 

All grace does round her hover, 
Ae look deprived me o' my heart. 
And I became a lover. 

She's aye, aye fae blythe, fae gay. 
She's aye fo blythe and cheerie ; 
She's aye fae bonie, blythe, and gay, 
O gin I were her dearie ! 

Had I Dundas's whole eftate. 

Or Hopetoun's wealth to fhine in ; 

Did warlike laurels crown my brow. 
Or humbler bays entwining — 

I'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet, 
Could I but hope to move her, 
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And prouder than a belted knight, 
Fd be my Jeanie's lover. 

She's aye, aye fae blythe, fae gay, &c. 

But fair I fear fome happier fwain 

Has gained fweet Jeanie's favour : 
If fo, may every blifs be hers. 

Though 1 maun never have her. 
But gang fhe eaft, or gang fhe weft, 

'Twixt Forth and Tweed all over. 
While men have eyes, or ears, or tafte, 

She'll always find a lover. 

She's aye, aye fae blythe, fae gay, &c. 



^ IMPROMPTU. ^ 

T Brownhill we always ^get dainty 

good cheer. 

And plenty of bacon each day in the year ; 

We've all things that's nice, and moftly in 

feafon, 
But why always Bacon — come, give me a 

reafon ? 

W w 




